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INTRODUCTION 


The utterly frank revelation of what goes on the hidden rooms of certain exclusive catering to upper 
classes created a sensation when Jonathan Ervine published this book. The London and Paris reading 
public “Queer Worship” a best-seller in a matter of days. However, when the book came to the attention 
of the London Metropolitan Censor it was promptly confiscated from the stalls by the morals squad. The 
Paris Surete followed suit, but the book had a remarkable underground sale nevertheless among collectors 
of modern erotica. 

A key to the understanding of the truly remarkable perversions of the book's central characters may be 
found in this statement by the famous analyst, S. Werfel: 

"Miss R., was a beautiful girl in her early 20’s. She entered analysis because she was in the iron grip of a 
truly bizarre series of compulsions of the 'suffering type'. 

"For instance, would seek out “lovers lanes” and look for discarded condoms. When found the rubber 
sheaths she would smell them and then drink down the contents. She would lap up this 'sperm-milk' 
greedily and when 1 asked her for an explanation she replied, T never got anything from my mother but 
very unappealing fluid. This tastes so good I have an orgasm when I feel it bidding down my throat'. 

She then boasted that she had never let any man penetrate her anus. It seemed that here her mother image 
was again involved. Her mother had told her that the sex act was ‘like going to the toilet': the man 
penebates the girl and then discharges as if he were going to the toilet in the woman's rectum. Ever since 
then she had thought of all intercourse with man as a 'dirty toilet business'. 

Since toilet for her meant rectal identification and penetration, she kept away from men. This gave her 
moral justification for her lesbianism. But since her lesbian affairs did not satisfy her completely in spite 
of the perversions she practices with her female lovers, she turned to her condom compulsions. 

"When I suggested to her that her 'lip-service' was the result of her subconscious desire to have men and 
yet please her mother, the patient had a sbange reaction. 

"Zipping open her dress, she unhooked her brassiere and openly displayed her breasts. 'See doctor,' she 
exclaimed, I am really quite capable of being promiscuous with a man after all. So, your diagnosis of me 
must be quite wrong. 

The reader has much to gain concerning the self-punishing aspects of lesbianism from this penetrating 
novel. 

Continental Classics presents "Queer Worship" in its entirely, wholly unexpurgated form the first tine to 
the American reader. Recommended only for the graduate student in psychology or the mature adult 
reader. 


Alan Saunders, M.A. 
New York City 
August 1969 



PART ONE 


Chapter One . . . 

Tim Rogers watched his wife going down the path to the where the tall angular figure Of the 
Rev. Crowder waited for her. The neat black Austin sedan was still idling over at the curb and 
Tim did not leave the window from where he looked down into the street until he had seen the 
churchman help Penny into the car and drive off. 

The man frowned as he went across to the television set and changed the channel to where the 
sports program was showing. That was one consolation, he had a good program this evening on 
the T.V. If he was to be, once again, deprived of the company of his wife he could at least watch 
the football game without her wanting something else on. 

All the same he was not too keen on Penny spending so much time with the local affairs of the 
church. He did not care for that Reverend Crowder much either. His eyes were not the eyes of a 
man steeped in holiness and compassion. There was always a cold gleam about them, and the 
expression whenever he was watching Penny, and not aware that he was being noticed, was not 
one that a young husband liked to see on the face of another man, not where his wife was 
concerned anyway. 

Still, it was over three months since she had started to become interested in what Tim supposed 
were local church and welfare matters. Not that they had been regular church-goers before. Now 
and again they went to a Sunday morning service at St. Stephens and that was where the Rev. 
Crowder had come on the scene. Penny had been invited to a morning meeting of Young Wives. 
That in itself was a good thing. Tim liked her to get out more instead of being in the house alone 
all day. Then had followed the meetings of the Priors as it was called. This was, according to 
Penny, a meeting where the senior churchmen of the district met with various local church-goers 
and interesting and important discussions took place. There meetings were in the evenings. At 
first it had been a Priory meeting once a fortnight, now it was at least once a week, and 
afterwards several of the churchmen and a selected few of the laymen went back to the Rectory 
for coffee and an informal meeting was continued ... this often went on until the early hours of 
the morning and Tim had become used, if not pleased, with the idea of his wife arriving back 
home late two in the morning after a Priory meeting. Every suggestion that she get home earlier, 
or give up the meetings altogether were met with a sullen reaction from her, so that he gave up 
trying to persuade her to give up this new interest in her life. She seemed happier now, and more 



content than she had been before her friendship with the Rev. Crowder, so her husband had 
decided to leave well enough alone. 

On the screen the T.V. announcer was introducing the sportsmen who were to be taking part in 
the following program ... Tim Rogers poured himself a glass of ale and settled into' the armchair 
opposite the set... he hoped it would be a good program. 

The Rev. Crowder and his cronies were also looking forward to a good program that evening. 
The show would be a vastly different one to that shown on the T.V. screen though. As soon as 
the car turned the comer of her street. Penny felt the hand of the old clergyman settle on her knee 
nearest him ... it was always the same. The old lecher could not keep his hands to himself. She 
hated his skinny hands touching her, hated to hear the way he massaged her nylon stockings 
where they were drawn tautly across her rounded knees so that it made a soft scuffling sound of 
flesh against nylon. 

She knew that before she was brought home again, she would have endured a far more intimate 
fondling and activity than this harmless feeling of her knees. She let her legs spread a little so 
that the skinny hand could wander to the top of her hose. He liked to feel with his fingertips the 
difference in the sheer smooth nylon of the stocking and the rougher fabric of the stocking-top 
where it was gripped by her garter-tab. She closed her eyes ... he was an ugly old devil, must be 
sixty if he was a day, but if she kept her eyes closed and concentrated on the sensation that his 
wandering hand her it was far from unpleasant. 

He had to use both hands on the wheel as the car approached the precincts of the church. As they 
slowed and steered into the small area behind the silent dark church he murmured, "Toddy wants 
you tonight my dear, I think I mentioned it to you last week." He leant his arm across her and his 
skinny hand playfully patted her belly. "Old Toddy has been very patient, but tonight I promised 
him this shall be his Paradise," the skinny hand rubbed her belly more intently, "besides, a man 
like Toddy will be good for you my dear. " 

Penny drew in her breath. "He didn't do Mrs. Lane a lot of good," she murmured as she gripped 
his wrist and pushed his hand away from her. She was glad he patted her from outside her dress, 
she did not want him feeling right up under her clothing yet. 

"Mrs. Lane was a foolish woman," the old vicar replied, "she struggled and resisted when all she 
had to do was relax and accept her fate. Anyway, I hear she is coming out of the hospital next 
week, and she will be none the worse for her experience. " 



Clare Lane had been admitted to the local hospital with severely bruised internal membranes. 

She had had to concoct up a story about being attacked by a tramp and raped ... this had been an 
explanation that satisfied her husband's curiosity and anger and also the hospital authorities 
members of the Priory meetings knew differently ... the young wife had sustained her internal 
injuries on the night she had been "wanted by Toddy" ... and now tonight it was Penny Rogers' 
turn to be the "lucky" one to be told that "Toddy wanted her." 

There were already several cars in the quiet parking lot at the rear of the church and when Penny 
went along with the tall angular clergyman through to the small arched door at, the side of the 
church and down the stone steps that led to a vault well beneath the church itself she saw that 
three other women were present and several darkly-clad men. Darkly clad because they all wore 
black habits that reached to their ankles and beneath the austere covering Penny knew that each 
man was stark naked. 

At the far end of the oblong-shaped vault was an altar not unlike the one in the holy place above 
them. On it were set four small cups, each containing about a tablespoonful of a dark fluid. A 
cup for each of the women ... Penny knew from experience the taste and the reaction of the fluid 
the cups contained ... the vile fluid was such that it would inflame the sensual awareness of the 
women ... make them sex hungry ... make them cock-dazed ... it never failed. 

The Rev. Crowder had disappeared for a moment into a vestry and when he came back he was 
clad, like the other three men, in the dark ankle-length robing. Penny was surprised to see that 
one of the women was pretty Pauline Miller. She had been married in the church above them less 
than two months ago; how on earth had she been persuaded to come down here and take part in 
what was little more than a sex orgy after so short a time of married life with her young 
husband? It was the Rev. Crowder himself who was attending to her ... Penny was aware of the 
burly figure close beside her ... his large oval reddish face was close to her face ... this was 
Toddy ... she was not sure if he was a man of the cloth himself ... she had never met him outside 
of this vault... never seen him in anything other than this black robing or in stark nakedness ... 
she knew he was built like a bull... had the stamina of a stallion, and only rarely came to one of 
these so-called Priory meetings ... tonight he had come here for a special reason ... his arms were 
about that special reason now ... he was embracing pretty Penny Rogers. 

The other two women in the candle-lit vault Penny had seen many times before down here ... 
they were, like her, local housewives ... also like her, they had started by coming to The Young 
Wives’ meetings and then slowly been ensnared into these far from homely meetings below the 
church. Each woman had her robed companion embracing her ... Penny felt the hot breath of 



Toddy on her cheek as he stood close to her, his hands wantonly feeling down inside the neck of 
her frock, his thick fingers literally forcing the bra-clips to snap open as he thrust his fists 
INSIDE the cup, so that he could feel and massage her naked breasts. 

Now that she was getting used to the strange flickering light given by the tall candles, Penny was 
gazing round this strangely incense-filled vault... she never failed to get excitement from 
looking at the drapes on the wall at first they had shocked her when she had been brought down 
here for the first time ... now the obscene depictions embroidered so beautifully on the silken 
drapes thrilled her ... depictions of utter filth and lust, of men with girls, of men with men, of 
women with beasts of the field ... every known perversion was illustrated, if ever one had the 
time to study the drapes in more detail. 

Toddy had one hand withdrawn from her dress neckline and was moving his hot hand under the 
hem of the dress until his fingers clutched at the naked flesh above her hose ... the way he slyly 
rubbed her thighs where they were sheathed in her nylons and then moved to the naked area of 
flesh above them told her that this old lecher was getting the same sort of pleasure from fondling 
her legs as the Rev. Crowder did ... funny how these old men love to play with a woman's 
stockinged legs ... to get the contrast of naked flesh and smooth nylon covered flesh ... she felt 
Toddy panting ... he was well in rut for her already ... a shiver went through her as she thought of 
Clare Lane . . .coming out of the hospital next week ... it had been this brute who put her there ... 
this man with the great giant penis who had bruised the young woman's internal membranes . . . 

Toddy had his face in front of hers, his mouth against her lips ... the way her nipples had swollen 
after his rough massage and the tantalizing way his other hand was up under her dress, made her 
more than willing to accept his tongue into her mouth ... she sucked at his tongue ... it was thick 
...far more wet than any other tongue she had had in her mouth ... his hand was cupping her 
through her nylon panties ... making her pant... and the four robed men had not yet reached for 
the silver goblets for their women ... they had not been given the sex-drug yet and already the 
vault was echoing with the gentle moaning and panting gasps of the four young women being 
petted.. 

Penny felt the thick middle finger trying to ease itself under the panty crotch-piece ... he was 
strong and the panties did not have a chance of protecting her ... not that she felt she wanted to be 
protected ... she knew she was moist down there ... it did not need the slurping sound of his 
finger among hair and hot cunt-lips to tell her that she was becoming in heat... she felt down the 
front of the robe ... it was a simple matter to locate the heavy bulge at his fat loins ... easy to 
clench her fists about the sturdy cock that already felt like an extra-large German sausage. She 



well knew the reputation of this man ... yet she had not thought he would be so large ... the penis 
shaft was so thick she was unable to get her fingers around it. The thick material of the robe did 
not help in that respect, but even without the material knew she would not have been able to 
close her fingers completely round the heavy stem ... she started to rub that tremendous shaft, 
just as his own fingers reached well under her panties to frig at her very moist and warmly 
pulsating vagina. 

She saw that the Rev. Crowder had taken his young companion to one of the four single-sized 
mattresses that had been pulled into a line in front of the altar. Pauline was half undressed, and 
Penny noticed that one of the silver goblets was overturned, empty, she had no doubt that it had 
been the newly wed Pauline Miller who had been the first to be given the stimulant. The other 
three women were all more experienced at these rites ... only later on were they to be fed the sex- 
drug ... it was the newcomer to the vaults who had to partake of her drug first and so make it 
easier for the licentious vicar to "have" her and also make the young bride anxious to be 
possessed by a new prick. Toddy was getting her zipper down, helping her out of her dress and 
Penny saw that two of the women were naked by this time and the other one down to her panties 
and nylon hose ... old Toddy was getting eager to see his woman stripped ... she felt him ladder 
both her stockings in his feverish haste to get her down to complete nakedness ... she was on her 
back, naked, on the mattress ... on both of her, naked women were being frigged by their men ... 
all the four men had discarded their robes ... now eight people were bare as the day they were 
bom ... the heavy overweight body of Toddy was on top of Penny, his hands greedily feeling her 
everywhere ... his teeth were sharp as he chewed at her nipples like an animal with another beast 
... he was more like a beast himself now ... not a controlled man, not even a lusty enraged man ... 
he was a beast... his heavy chest kept her down ... for the first time she had been coming to these 
sex meetings she was afraid ... she did not want her "man" ... she wished he had given her the 
goblet to drain first... that would have helped her, for she there was no escape for her ... the 
heavy Toddy eased himself up her body, he straddled his broad hairy thighs across her chest and 
leaned forward to bring the rosy head of tremendous cock to her mouth ... she kept her lips 
compressed together as he let the heavy cock rest full her clenched lips ... from a grotesquely 
short range, right there in front of her eyes, she watched him rubbing the smooth glans-head with 
his two thumbs ... he masturbated swiftly at the sensitive peak of his great cock until a tell-tale 
grey bubble of aroused semen showed on the large "eye" slit. With his two thumbs close together 
he maneuvered the droplets of his cum from the glans of the cock on to her closed lips ... she felt 
the smooth warm scum being spread along her mouth she had to deliberately breath through her 
nostrils to avoid having to open her lips ... felt him leaning more up and over her face and so 



increased the pressure behind his cock and made the hot wet head of the prick begin to prise in 
between her closed lips ... she looked up into his eyes ... never had she seen eyes that blazed with 
lust with such ferocity ... she did not see his lips move but heard his murmured command . . 

"Lick your lips!" 

She did not want to ... and yet she obeyed ... slowly she let her tongue tip slide along her slimy 
lips she felt a tremor go through her as she savoured the pungent flavor of the thickish semen he 
had spilt there ... never before had she realized what a powerful natural aphrodisiac the smell and 
taste of sperm could be ... she felt excited at the taste, licked more avidly at her lips until they 
were dry of his scum ... he seemed to be satisfied that she had got the taste and flavor of his 
scum, for he was not making any more attempts to get her to take his cock into her mouth he was 
kneeling in between her knees, pushing them wider apart with his hands as he crouched to get a 
closer look at her pulsing vagina ... 'OhhhaaaAAA'" she could not hold back the cry as she felt 
his mouth close on her twat... he was kissing and sucking at her warm moist cunt, his tongue 
like a snake sneaking inwards and dwelling still for a moment before licking and exploring every 
nook and crease of her snatch. 

She reached down and with fingers that she could not stop trembling, she drew her cunny lips as 
far open and grotesquely apart as she could ... she wanted this man to get his mouth and tongue 
as deeply into her as he could ... to get so mad with lust that she would be able to accommodate 
his huge cock when the time came ... so that she would not be like Clare Lane and resist to the 
point of damage to herself ... the way she was feeling now as he sucked at her womb mouth, she 
would have taken a stallion cock time and time again. 

Before she had married she had worked for a man who, although older than she and married, had 
taken a fancy to her ... he had a passion for going down on her ... he had been the first man ever 
to give her the supreme thrill of being sucked, and he had done it to her regularly until he was 
moved away from the firm's branch. 

Her husband had never been down on her with his mouth, and until she had been lured into 
the sin circle by the Rev. Crowder she had not enjoyed the cuntal kissing again ... the old vicar 
had feasted between her lush thighs many times but never in all her life had she had such an 
intense, such a greedy mouth, such a hungry cunt-eating pair of lips inside her hole as she had 
now ... this Toddy was eating not only her outer and inner labia lips but getting his hot lips to the 
inner walls of the vagina sheath as well ... if he had been trying to climb back inside her belly he 
would not have been able to give her a better thrill... in fact she felt sure in her befuddled 
inflamed lust that this huge naked man was crawling inside her ... not just his tongue ... but all his 



body ... and still she had not been given the fluid in the goblet from the altar top ... still the fluid 
that drove women cock-crazy had not been fed to her and she was as crazed for sex as though she 
had been given a double dosage . . . 

The passing of time meant nothing to her ... that the other three women had all been fed with 
cock and the drug was of no interest to her ... that all the others in that small incense-filled vault 
had been satiated and were watching her and the huge naked hairy Toddy did not worry her ... 
she felt herself being turned over on to her belly ... it was then that she fully realized that the 
Rev. Crowder was helping Toddy maneuver her. One of the other men was gripping her ankles 
and pulling her legs sideways until the stretching hurt her and she cried out... not that anyone, 
man or woman, took notice of her cries ... Toddy was kneeling between her thighs again ... this 
time he was clutching at her ass-cheeks and wrenching them brutally apart with a strength that 
caused her great alarm ... the next moment cries of agony changed to a soothing moan as the 
large hot face of Toddy dropped to her ass, he was kissing and licking not only the taut fleshy 
cheeks of her backside but getting his long snake-like tongue fully along her crease and licking 
and stabbing at her small winking asshole ... the person gripping her ankles was wrenching them 
even more outwards ... he was trying to split her ... that was obvious ... while her legs were 
dragged to right angles to her body She felt other hands clutching at her ass-cheeks and drawing 
them more brutally apart. ,. she jerked ... and gave a startled scream ... a digit... it must be 
Toddy's large thumb was digging down into her very hole ... into her tightly muscled asshole the 
thumb not only jabbed ... but entered. She felt her flesh close over the thumb-head ... he was 
moving the thumb about inside her tight fleshy sleeve of the anus passage ... she wriggled her 
hips back against his hand ... he withdrew the thumb but before the flesh could fully close he had 
replaced it with two fingers ... he dug cruelly down into her rectum until the fingers lay buried to 
his knuckle ... in front of her face the Rev. Crowder was holding one of the embroidered drapes 
that he had taken from the wall... she saw what the depiction was ... it was of a naked woman 
with a man mounted on her back, his great prick shown to be entering her anus ... it was a 
detailed depiction of the act of buggery ... she knew what was in store for her yet as she turned a 
tear-stained face round to look at the sweating, gloating face of Toddy, she did not implore him 
to leave her alone ... on the contrary ... she panted to him "You are ... are ... are you going. . . to 
do that to ... ME?" she nodded at the embroidered depiction of perversion. 

Toddy did not reply ... instead he drew his fingers out of her stretched asshole and gripping her 
twin mounds of ass-cheek, drew them roughly open and buried his face down into the deep 



crevice ... with his firm wet tongue he went through the movements of tongue-sodomy until she 
was squirming and writhing and begging him to "Do it. . . 

do it with your ... with your cock ... do it to me ... put your cock up there ... please ... do it up 
there ... your cock!” 

The Rev. Crowder reached up to the altar and took down the one last remaining filled goblet... 
Penny did not need the additional stimulant, but she drained the goblet in one gulp ... the silver 
vessel dropped to the floor beside the mattress 'Get on your knees," she heard Toddy speak to her 
.... she managed to draw herself to a kneeling position as Toddy ranged himself behind her 
upthrusting ass ... she felt his cock, like a ship's boom, resting heavily along the smooth small of 
her back ... it felt it was a foot or more in length. 

It was the Rev. Crowder's face down near hers it was his cracked voice that murmured to her, 
"Reach behind you, Mrs. Rogers and find Toddy's balls my dear." 

She reached back under her spread thighs to easily locate the very heavily drooping testicle sac 
that swung from the base of that great penis ... stroked and gripped the huge nuts that were 
covered in thin and scraggy hair ... had never known a man with testicles this huge she would 
have sworn they were the size of eggs ... large best-priced eggs at that... that scum she had 
drunk was making her want far more than to play with his balls ... licentious as that pastime 
might be ... she felt up the iron-hard staff she stroked it... it was huge and stronger than she had 
imagined ... all that had been said about Toddy was true ... no wonder Clare Lane finished up in 
the hospital! 

She knew he was going to perform on her in the unnatural way ... she was sure of that... she held 
the strong throbby dong and tried to guide it well under her crotch where her hot wet cunnyhole 
to be filled ... she had not seen the Rev. Crowder pick the cane from the altar, although she had 
seen the wicked looking wispy flagellation instrument when she first came down to the vault ... 
now she felt it as well as saw it ... the long cane slashed across her naked shoulders, she feared it 
would have made a mark on her flesh ... a mark that her husband might see ... and want to know 
how she came to have it! 

She knew why the cane had been used ... it had hurt her ... had stung and smarted her flesh ... she 
quickly guided the huge cock away from her vagina ... the heavy nose of the prick wedged at the 
already moist and stretched anus orifice ... she was surprised how it started to worm its way into 
her at once ... the man had great strength and no doubt he had buggered many women in his time 



... Penny was his latest victim of perverted lust and she felt his dick battering its way to her 
bowels as if no force on earth would be able to prevent its ultimate complete intrusion, 

She groaned . . .there was pain ... she knew there must be ... the pain was excruciating for a few 
seconds ... she felt the hands of Toddy on her hips, the arms of the Rev, Crowder were round her 
waist, he was using all his strength not only to prevent her from easing forward away from 
Toddy's hairy loins but to push her back towards and against those strong thighs ... not until she 
felt the hot roughness of Toddy's groin flush against her ass did the pressure of the hands and the 
arms relax ... she was pinned to the brute ... his great cock right up her rectum ... she was 
impaled . .. impaled in the most perverted way ... she was a part of the unnatural act with this 
huge man ... for the first time in her life she was getting the thrilling gratification of buggery. 

Toddy panted and heaved ... more like a wild beast than ever, he see-sawed at her lovely white 
ass making her take and retake his great prick in her asshole. The Rev. Crowder lifted his arms 
from about her waist as soon as he felt her responding ... incredibly perhaps she was urging 
herself to and fro in time with the lust thrusts of the old man in her ass. Penny felt the pain still, 
he was hurting her and yet with the pain was the most sensual and exciting sensation as well ... 
Toddy lay along her back ... his great dong more a part of her than of his own hairy body ... they 
were like a two-headed beast ... joined as one ... her beautiful smooth skinned body ... his horrid 
naked hairy one ... it was bizarre the way she was being brought relentlessly towards her climax 
by this great rammer up her rectum ... she screamed out her release just as her "mate" began to 
empty his prolific balls into her from this unnatural coition ... his scum soon over-spilled down 
from her tight rear passage to form a wet sticky pool down between her spread knees ... two pairs 
of hands ... those of Toddy and the Rev. Crowder frigged frantically at her juicing vagina to 
make her orgasm a long, prolonged, tense one ... when she felt she could not possibly "cum" 
another dribble she felt a sharp stinging pain directly on her very hotly swollen clitoris bud ... the 
Rev. Crowder was indulging in one of his favorite hobbies ... he was gently, but wickedly, 
caning the clitoris of a lust-crazed woman. 

With finger and thumb of his left hand he spread her wet pink cunt-lips away from the crimson 
stem of her clitty ... he kept the cunt-flesh clear from the clitoris area while he continued with 
the short sharp taps with the cane on the sensitive button ... not until she had climaxed twice 
more did they let her fall back to the mattress exhausted and satiated ... she had not felt the 
flopping of the limp wet from her asshole ... all her sensual feeling was concentrated in her 
wildly aroused and caned clitty button ... never had she known a sensation like this ... she ached 
md yet wanted to be made to cum and cum again ... she looked about her ... now the action was 



taking place on the other three mattresses ... the other women were getting their second share of 
the cock they had been made to want so badly ... not the least horny and cock-hungry of the 
young housewives was the newly-wed Pauline Miller ... she and old Crowder were frigging at it 
as if they had been made for one another ... which was true ... woman was made for man ... any 
woman ... any man. 



Chapter Two 


The church clock had chimed the hour of one when they had driven out from the parking lot. 

Now that she had been brought home, Penny quietly opened the front door with her latch key and 
had reached the half open door of the room when she heard the sound of heavy breathing. 

She expected her husband to be in bed as he usually was when she got home late from the Priory 
Meeting. Not so tonight... he was asleep all right, but he was sprawled in the armchair ... the 
television set was still humming although screen had been blank for over an hour ... Tim had 
fallen asleep before going up to bed. 

Her habit had been to creep silently into her house, get to the bathroom, have a good cunt-wash 
and get out of her clothes and into her nightdress before Tim was aware she had arrived home ... 
she was not going to be able to do that tonight. He opened his eyes ... saw her standing in the 
doorway ... It would not have seemed natural if she had not gone into the room and approached 
him. She saw the strange expression cross his face as she kissed him ... she feared that it might 
be the pungent odor of the semen that Toddy had wiped along her lips ... she had sucked it all off 
and yet she knew how the male seed could cling ... how its smell hung about for some time after 
the actual scum had been removed. 

She knew it was too late to draw back from him, he ginned up at her as he cupped her swaying 
tits ... her knockers were still heavy from their arousal not so very long ago ... "Your breasts feel 
good honey," he smiled at her. "If I didn't know better I would think you had been out with a 
young man and he had excited you. Your breasts feel heavy to me darling, must be my 
imagination, eh?" 

They both laughed. "Come on darling, time we were in bed." She tried to go towards the door, 
she wanted to get to the bathroom, to ger her laddered nylons off and thrown away, to get her 
vagina and asshole washed out, to make sure that her back was not marked from that cane dash, 
before she let her husband get a glimpse of her without her clothes on. 

He had his arm around her back to prevent her from moving away from him and as he got up 
from his chair he bent his face to press a loving kiss just at the start of the valley of her knockers 
... he felt the looseness of her bra cups ... Penny, your bra is broken ... the clips must have 
snapped ... what have you been doing at the meeting tonight ... gymnastics or something 
energetic?" 



He spoke as a joke and she was quick to laugh with him ... what would he say if he knew the 
rough impatient hands of a great thickset man called Toddy had broken her bra? 

She the expression on her husband's face as he fondled her breasts through her frock ... knew 
what he wanted to do ... he wanted to suck at her nipples ... he loved doing that... he would not 
be content until she let him, she knew that... she eased her frock zipper down and drew the gown 
down from her left shoulder. Now it was clear the bra was ruined ... the cup fell forward, the 
loose strands of the straps there for him to see, broken and tom ... he did not make any comment 
... he was too intent on getting his eager mouth down to her exposed tits ... if he was surprised to 
find the nipple very stubby and enlarged he did not make mention of it... he took the nipple into 
his lips and sucked long and hard at it... she looked down and that his penis was erecting ... it 
reared the front of his trousers out a tent at right angles to his loins ... in spite of her lengthy sex 
session in the vaults, she felt herself getting excited again . . . 

When he took his face up away from her breast he did not let his expression give away what he 
was thinking ... he had tasted the unmistakable flavor of saliva on her nipple ... she had been tit- 
sucked not so very long ago ... he had not been down on her breast for several days, so it could 
not be his saliva ... another man had been at her breast who was it? Why had she allowed it to 
happen? What was more ... what else had taken place since she had left the house a few hours 
ago with the Reverend Crowder? 

Please dear." She turned towards the door. "Let's go upstairs." 

She was in a hurry to get upstairs, even he could see she was agitated and anxious ... why? He 
would have liked to have sex right here and now ... in the living room just for a change ... five 
years of marriage always it had to be in bed always it had to be on her back, he on top of her ... 
always the same routine ... why couldn't she be more sexy and let him have the enjoyment from 
her lovely body whenever and wherever he fancied it? Perhaps if she had been out with another 
man tonight and let him get a little petting with her she might be better at home in her sex life. 

They went upstairs, and he started to undress while she went along to the bathroom. He heard the 
running water, heard the chain being pulled he was rather surprised that she had put on her 
nightie while she was in the bathroom, usually she undressed in the bedroom ... she knew that he 
liked watching her undressing ... she lay on their bed, she looked up at him as he bent over to 
ease her nightie down from her white tits, he bent to resume his nipple kissing ... he saw that 
both her breasts were swollen ... he became more certain that had been engaging in petting that 
was more than light ... she had been heavily petted ... she tugged her nightie well up as he spread 



his naked body over on top of her ... he felt her heated wetness as his cock-head toucher her outer 
vaginal lips ... she was never as wet and sticky as this until he had been fingering her for a few 
minutes as a rule ... surely that old churchman Crowder hadn't been touching her up during the 
evening, or during the ride on the way home? 

He drew his hips up, then shoved hard at her open crotch ... his penis slid easily into the wet 
slithery hole ... he tensed up ... he had recognized the tell-tale signs ... she was only wet and hot 
like this after they had fucked wonderfully well together ... she should never be so wet, sticky, so 
easy to enter BEFORE they climaxed ... the truth hit him ... he went hot and cold in turns ... 
Penny climaxed not so very long ago ... her vagina was still trembly, still moist from her juiced 
come ... she been petted to a climax? Or ... he felt a deep dread in his heart had she been fucked 
to one? Had she had the prick of another man up here where he had his now? Had she let a man 
go the whole way with her tonight? 

He heard her gasp in pain ... he did not realize why at first then he felt the open skin, like a deep 
scratch ... it was across her back where he was holding her ... his hands had made her cry out... 
must be tender there. 

He felt coldly angry as he pulled his hot stiff penis from her and roughly twirled her round so 
that she lay on .her belly ... he wrenched the silken flimsy nightie well up there across her back 
was a bright red mark ... the mark that a cane might make if she had been hit with one ... it was 
not only the weal across her back that he was gazing at... he was struck numb with horror as he 
looked down between her fleshy ass-cheeks . her anus was red-sore and distended ... the small 
aperture was widely stretched ... she had been taking part in something much more intimate and 
insidious than heavy petting ... she had been frigged unnaturally ... that taste of semen on her lips 
the way ha nipples were aroused on her over-heavy breasts, the cane mark across her shoulders 
and wet hot cunt... and now the sight of abused anus ... just what HAD been happening since she 
left home a few hours ago with the churchman? 

Tim Rogers was going to find out... the way Penny was sobbing was proof enough that she 
feared she had been found out... whatever had been secret up to now was going to be revealed 
... someone was going to pay for this abusing of his lovely wife . . . 

He looked down at his own loins ... His prick was like a bar of iron ... hard and hot... never had 
he wanted her so badly ... the sight of her abused body, the thought of men having her, had 
aroused him in a way that he would not have believed. . . 



Lust, stark lust was taking over from his anger ... "You've let a man have you tonight haven't 
you?" His voice was cold and menacing, even though he was hot with desire to have her body for 
himself. 

She nodded ... "Yes ... yes ... but ... you don't understand ... it was ..." Her voice trailed off ... 
she had never seen him look like this at her ... was he going to hit 

her? She thought he was he looked so intense, enraged. "You let someone ... fuck you?" 

He made the word sound filthy ... made the idea repulsive and yet many, many wives must have 
a little piece on the side and it was not the end of the world ... perhaps they managed to keep it 
from their husbands ... what the eye doesn't see and all that. . . 

He glared down at her his face cold with intense, her face flushed with anxiety and fear. "How 
many men have fucked you since we married?" He snapped the question at her. 'Tell me, how 
many ... how many?" "Not one, not one, darling until a few months ago ... please, believe me 
darling ... no other man touched me until just a month or so ago." 

He was climbing over her ... she saw his cock bone-hard, weaving and menacing near her cunt 
... he suddenly seemed to lose control of himself ... he was like a beast, as wild as old Toddy had 
been ... he rammed his cock into her wet hungry cunt-hole ... the tremendous flow of her own 
orgasmic juices that the caning of her clitoris had made her spill were still slimy and warm and 
made the rough entry of his prick possible in double-quick time ... he began to fuck her with hard 
fearsome strokes ... not at all how he normally screwed her ... he was like an animal ... like 
Toddy ... like the old Rev. Crowder when he fucked her ... he had his hands down under her 
naked buttocks lifting her to his loins, making her a mere chattel which he thrust his cock to and 
fro rapidly . . . 

'Tell me ... tell me ... how many tonight? Who was it tonight ... who did this to you ... tell me ... 
who fucked you tonight?" He was blabbering at her while he fucked ... she felt the penis stem 
growing ... felt it getting more firm and hot... this was the best fucking they had ever had 
together ... this was the very best ... she didn't answer his questions instead she wrapped her 
long legs up and around his fine back, she clung to him with her arms, they mutually arrived 
towards the peak of their ecstasy ... her asshole was still sore from the buggery from old Toddy 
but this was all forgotten in this best ever bout of fucking that she and Tim had ever engaged in 
... this was the very greatest... she knew it... and she was well aware that Tim knew it as well. 



She felt the first spurts of his hot sperm. Far thicker than ever before, not warm, but hot... like 
hot slithery cream, he was shooting the soothing balm to her very innermost cunt-depths ... for 
the first time in their married life their love-making had been kindled by lust instead of love ... 
and it proved a million times more satisfying for both of them ... or so they thought at the time. 

His words to her as he lifted himself off her belly were hardly fair, considering the pleasure they 
had enjoyed from one another ... he gave her the most reproachful look. "You are a cheating 
bitch and to think I trusted you without a thought. No wonder you have been so tame in bed with 
me if all manner of men have been poking it up you!” 

He stormed from the room. "But... but Tim ... Tim darling ... Tim ... please." She knew it was no 
use ... he was out of the front door, gone off to find a club no doubt where he could drown his 
sorrows even at time of the morning. It was little use her trying to call out to him that he had 
enjoyed this rapid-fire fucking more than he had derived pleasure from her ever before ... the 
front door slammed ... she heard his footsteps on the path ... he was gone ... it seemed that her 
life was entering a completely new phase, nothing could ever make their marriage what it once 
was ... those happy days are gone. She put a hand to her wet, well-fucked vagina ... it was warm 
and slimy ... she put her other hand to her ass, her anus was still distended and sore ... God, what 
a night it had been. 



Chapter Three . . . 


The Reverend Crowder looked across the first few pews in the dimly lit St. Stephens. He had 
called in on his way to the rectory to make sure everything was in order before locking up for the 
night when he caught sight of her—a demure figure, kneeling in the third pew back from the 
altar. He moved towards her to get a closer look at her pretty features—he was more than a little 
surprised to see who it was ... "Why Mrs. Manton, isn't it?" He moved along the pew to kneel 
beside her. Less than a month ago he had officiated at her wedding to Mike Manton, one of the 
wealthiest young men in the district. She could not have been back from her honeymoon more 
than a week, he knew they had gone to the South of France for at least three weeks. 

She looked up at him, he saw she had been crying, not recently, but probably before she came 
into the church. “Something bothering you my dear?" He tried to make his voice soft and kindly, 
but with so lovely a girl in close proximity to him it was difficult for the old lecher to keep the 
note of desire from his voice. He had hoped eventually to get Sandra Manton into one of the 
Priory Meetings and to get her to submit her body for the pleasure of far more men than merely 
her own husband. But the Rev. Crowder had to be careful with this one ... she was damned 
pretty, not more than twenty-two, but this Mike Manton was an influential man, at least his very 
rich father was. The Manton’s had been a power in this district for more generations than the 
churchman cared to remember. 

She began to sob out her story of the failure of the honeymoon ... it had been so awful... she had 
loved Mike, still did, but he did not seem to love her now ... after so short a time he seemed to 
have changed ... it was an old story, not one that the worldly clergyman had not heard before ... 
it was the case of a comparatively innocent girl marrying a man of the world it was doomed to 
failure unless the groom was a patient and understanding man ... Mike Manton was neither 
enriched with patience or understanding ... like his father, young Mike was hard hitting and 
matter of fact... quite unsuited to this tender girl 

Sandra Manton was pleased to accept the invitation of this kindly vicar to go with him to the 
rectory. Mike was up in London for the night, probably more than one night, he did not bother to 
tell her his plans ... already their marriage was at that uncomfortable stage ... it was of the Rev. 
Crowder to listen to her, to want to help her ... in the quiet privacy of his small study in the 
rectory she watched him pour her a small glass of a rich red wine ... she did not drink a lot, had 
never drunk at all until she started going out with Mike, but she felt like having a drink now ... 
like the vicar said - it would help to cheer her up, make her feel better, more relaxed. 



The drink was rich indeed, she had not sampled a wine quite like it before ... it made her temple 
throb and at the same time it spread a deep warming glow across her belly ... she saw that the 
eyes of the elderly vicar were looking at her in somewhat different ways now ... looking with an 
obvious expression of appreciation at her shapely body ... she had never realized that a man of 
the church could look at a woman like that... it was as if he were undressing her with his eyes ... 
he refilled her glass ... she drank down the fiery fluid ... she felt fine, the worries that had beset 
her when decided to spend an hour in the quiet church were already growing less important to 
her. 

For several minutes she chatted to the kindly vicar as listened passed a comment now and then. 
She found it difficult to concentrate on what she was saying, found she was babbling about quite 
unimportant now ... she looked at the small tumbler he was holding to her lips ... it was not filled 
with the rich red wine this time, a slithery creamy fluid was in the glass, it looked like Milk of 
Magnesia, but she knew that certainly not what it was ... she hesitated before letting him tip the 
glass at her lips, “Go on my dear," she heard him murmur, "you liked the wine I gave you, this is 
even better for you!” 

The drink was very pleasant, and she was sorry the glass contained so small a quantity ... if she 
had been aware of the aphrodisiac qualities of the drug she was drinking she would not have 
cared to have even a tenth of the small amount she had been given ... but to her, at the moment at 
any rate, it was just a very pleasantly tasting drink that was making her head swim a bit, but also 
making her feel than she had been since that terrible, disastrous honeymoon. 

She saw the Rev. Crowder looking closely at her face, she did not know why, then slyly he 
moved across to the tall standard lamp that lit the room and he turned the switch that threw the 
small study into complete darkness for a moment she was startled ... she heard him coming back 
across the room towards her, perhaps he was going to switch on the lamp she noticed on the table 
... but no ... he was gripping her shoulders ... the next moment his mouth was on hers ... in her 
startled surprise her mouth fell open, his tongue was jabbing in between her lips, she closed her 
jaws too late, he had his tongue to her throat ... she had a second amazed surprise as he held her 
in his arms and moved his thick wet tongue about her mouth, she found she was getting pleasure 
from the sensation this attack was giving her ... she was shocked, yet, but along with the feeling 
of anger and shock was the unmistakable sensual feeling ... a feeling that increased in intensity 
the longer he held the kiss ... with his mouth still compressed firmly to her lips he drew her to her 
feet, he jammed his lean body hard against hers ... she felt his erection, a length of bone hardness 
pushing against her belly. It was the most wicked thing she had ever done in all her life ... but she 



had to do it... she felt down with her right hand, down to the front of his body ... her fingers 
encircled the hard penis shaft through the fabric of his dark serge suit... the heat that she had felt 
when she had drained that glass of milky white fluid was very severe now, it had spread right 
across her belly and down to her loins ... her nipples felt hard on her breasts although they had 
not been touched at all yet... when at last she felt him take his face away from hers, she knew it 
was from lack of breath ... it had been a long kiss of passion, she had wanted it to go on and on, 
just for a moment he sucked at her sweetly small ear lobe, then with his wet lips to her ear he 
murmured, "Take off your dress for me my dear!" 

Despite her aroused horniness and the warmth that pervaded her body his words shocked her ... 
she did not make any move to comply with his whispered suggestion ... she was getting more 
used to the darkened room now, she could make out the large crucifix that hung on the wall ... 
this was the study in the rectory, the last place where a young wife, a bride of but a month, would 
expect to be asked to unclothe herself by the very priest who performed her marriage ceremony 
... she felt his hands at the zipper of her frock ... it was a long zipper, reaching from the neckline 
down the back of her dress to her buttocks ... he had the zipper open all the way down ... she 
trembled when she felt his hot palms sliding along her naked flesh down her back, only the 
narrow straps of her bra marred the complete bareness of her lovely back ... and now he was 
gently unhooking the bra-fastenings ... she stood there trembling ... waiting for the inevitable to 
happen, for her dress to be pulled down over her shoulders and hips ... when he had it slithered 
over shoulders, the bra fell loosely forward ... she was forced to cry out in pleasant surprise as 
she felt his warm greedy mouth on her breast... he had leant around her from her side and 
fastened mouth to her nipple, his hands cupped under the breast swelling as he held it upwards so 
the nipple was up-thrust into his lips ... he suckled at each breast in turn and whilst so doing was 
easing her dress down slowly so that she hardly knew it had fallen to her feet until she was 
stepping out of it... her bra fluttered to the floor in the darkness she clutched at the long lean 
holy man as he moved away from her in the darkness ... wondered where he was going ... he had 
not gone far ... she heard the sound of a curtain being pulled, he had gone to the wall of the small 
room and by dragging a drape of velvet that she had thought hid a small alcove, or perhaps a 
private altar, he now revealed to her a fair-sized oblong shaped chapel... the center was an altar 
true enough, but one that was only half as large as the normal altar seen in the church and found 
it was different in another way, for as she let the old vicar take her to the alcove-chapel and 
persuade her to lay along the low altar she found it was thickly padded like a very comfortable 
spring mattress lay there panting, surprised that she had no will to try and get up ... he was not 
compelling her to lie there, in fact he was busy taking off his sombre suiting and underthings, 



and when he climbed across the low oblong altar he was stark naked and she felt his lean hair- 
covered body being pushed intimately against her own semi-bareness. 

'Oh my God my God ... what's happening ... what am I letting happen?" she sobbed quietly, just 
for a brief her pangs of guilt taking over from her newly awakened sensual feelings. 

The Rev. Crowder was gently and lovingly nibbling at her bare shoulder, in her mild struggle, 
her hand dropped close enough to his body to touch his hugely erected penis '. . . it was not now 
protected by his heavy serge suit... the penis shaft was in the raw ... she felt it throbbing ... like a 
slithery snake with a bone through its center his cock weaved against her gripping palm and 
fingers. 

With feminine instinct, she was massaging the swollen domed crown and the foreskin down 
away from the crest to expose more of the smooth satin-like heated of the knob. She reached 
down with her left hand and now with all her fingers at work on his prick, it was not surprising 
that the already massive organ grew into a grotesquely enormous hard shaft of cock. 

"You know what you need Mrs. Manton?" the vicar was excited beyond control, "you need to be 
fucked until you can hardly walk. I don't expect you let your unfortunate husband get near you 
on your honeymoon. I expect you were as frigid as your strict upbringing taught you to be. I am 
going to teach you just what sort of pleasure you could have given your husband on the 
honeymoon. I aim to show you why he married you. I am going to make you a good wife for 
him, a good wife in bed. Mike Manton married you to fuck you, and I have no doubt he has not 
been given one minute of happy satisfaction yet between your lovely legs. I am going to change 
all that for him." 

The Rev. Crowder knew that no woman, young or old, could drink the amount of the drug he had 
given Sandra Manton and not WANT to be fucked. He knew he was on totally safe ground with 
her ... he could abuse her, speak to her as he wished ... she was too far gone in the stages of 
hominess to take offense now ... he pushed her flimsy panties down enough to get his hand to her 
hairy bush ... he moved his hand well in between the deep vee of her thighs ... what a perfect 
body she had ... what a damned lucky fellow was that Mike Manton! 

This girl had lovely tits, solid and yet pliant, the sort of fullness of knocker that a man could get 
his mouth around and enjoy. He got as much of the flesh of the tit itself, as well as the nipple, 
into his jaws and sucked ... he sucked hard, drawing in his breath to suction the nipple forcibly 
away from the breastal peak ... in the dim light he saw she had her eyes closed tightly ... her face 



was screwed into an expression of excited pleasure ... he bet that already he was getting more fun 
from her body than her husband had done during the whole of the honeymoon. 

The Rev. Crowder leaned close enough to her for his loins to press into her ... he knew that his 
cock was letting out a slight trickle of pre-orgasm juice, he wanted the girl to feel the warmth 
and wetness of his cum on her flesh he let the warm scum smear her thighs above her nylon-tops 
and then he leaned almost double to bring his face down to her belly another slight movement 
and he had his face right between her thighs her soft curly thatch was his to feast upon ... he 
buried his nose into the loose warm cuntlips and inhaled deeply ... he loved nothing better than 
the sexual odor from a vagina and he wondered when that Mike Manton had last had his prick up 
here? He opened the soft wet flaps of flesh well apart, getting the puffed lips to spread in a way 
that elongated the "hole" and getting his tongue to the tipmost end of the gash, he located the 
stubby clitoris bud ... it was as hard as he had expected ... it to be and much larger than he had 
dared hope ... he liked women with large clitoris stems ... they could be roused easier and were 
far better partners at all manner of sex frigging. 

She moaned softly as he licked her. 

It's hard to speak with a mouthful of cunt but the Reverend Crowder managed it. "You l ik e that 
eh, Mrs. Manton?" he mumbled. 

"Yes yes ... oheee ... yes ... do it ... keep on ... keep on doing it... 
pleaseeeooohhheeemmm ... do it keep on." There was no doubt about the erotic pleasure she was 
getting from this artful tongue play in her hungry pussy. Her lovely long nylon sheathed legs 
splayed out wide, almost dropping down either side of the narrow altar top ... he was burrowing 
his head under her buttocks now, the weight of his shoulders gently easing her ass upwards so 
that he could bring his face along the crease of her asscheeks ... she did not know what he was 
trying to do then she gave a startled grunt of lustful excitement... he had his face to her anus, he 
was kissing and now licking her asshole! She had her legs hooked up over his shoulders in a way 
that allowed him easier access to her asshole ... he was jabbing with his wet tongue tip into the 
tightly puckered hole ... she felt him wetting his index finger in the mucous from her cunt and 
then the long lean, cunt-lubricated finger was being thrust up into her sucked anus ... in to the 
first knuckle ... then incredibly in again in to the hilt of the full length of the long skinny finger. 

"Uuurrrgghhh!" she had never had this done to her before it was unnatural she knew that... and 
yet it gave her a bizarre sensation that thrilled her right through to her core. 



Keeping the long finger embedded up her asshole he fastened his lips to her swollen clitoris and 
sucked avidly at the bud until she felt he was drawing blood from it... she held her breath it was 
wonderful... so wonderful... she was rigid with tensed up erotic emotion ... he was working that 
long finger to and fro in her rectum and eating at her clitty at the same time ... never had the 
young wife realized such sensual wonderment could be hers. 

He took a brief moment's respite ... looking up into her strained face he leered and said softly, 
"You like being well licked?" She was still gasping ... she nodded furiously. He went on, "And 
you like having your asshole finger-fucked?" Again, she nodded ... words and suggestions that 
would have shocked her now thrilled her ... she loved being licked ... loved being fingered in her 
rectum ... and she knew she was going to love the ultimate act between them ... the act of 
fucking. 

He resumed the licking ... resumed the finger thrusting up her anus ... he knew she would have 
to climax soon ... no woman could hold back under this sort of stimulating provocation ... he felt 
her loins raising to his face harder, she was twisting and lurching up at him up at his mouth, up at 
his probing tongue ... her knees lifted higher and she began to jerk in steady rhythmic jabs his 
face ... this to be sure was the approaching orgasm ... he sucked at her clitty harder ... he felt the 
spasms begin ... she was giving out a continual moan ... the rapid contractions in her belly were 
visible and could be felt as well as seen as he had his head to her heaving tummy. 

It was from a vast past experience of whoring that he knew what to do now ... he kept his tongue 
thrust out as far as he could, kept it stiff and let her skewer herself down and around on it... she 
was bringing herself off ... he knew she had to ... she wanted to cum more than she had ever 
wanted anything in her life before. 

To Sandra Manton it felt she was spewing out her very insides through her cunt on to this old 
clergyman's pleasure-giving tongue ... she felt her cunt juice, wet and warm, trickling down her 
ass-crease, down her thighs, she must be saturating his face and mouth. 

She heard him sucking, gobbling, swallowing ... he was eating her juices ... drinking her very life 
away from her she clamped her thighs to the sides of his head ... she never wanted him to take 
his mouth away from her ... wanted to go on cumming like this ... wanted to cum and cum and 
cum ... but at last the prolonged suck-off had to finish she was drained ... her legs dropped 
heavily down, her feet dangling down to the floor on either side of the low altar ... she looked up 
at his naked body towering over her ... he was lean, skinny and horribly hairy ... yet she was 
caring nothing of these unsavory facts ... It was that bone-hard, that iron-bar of prick that thrust 



from his skinny loins that her eyes feasted upon ... it looked at least twelve inches long ... she 
wanted it... every last inch of it... it seemed incredible that her intention to have a quiet secluded 
few moments in the church before going home to bed had led her to this ... and yet no power on 
earth would make her want to leave this alcove-chapel without having her body possessed by this 
savage, thrusting penis . . . 

The Rev. Crowder leered triumphantly at her as he started to move across her heaving belly ... in 
a moment she would be his ... all his. 



Chapter Four . . . 


Mike Manton drew his car to a stop and looked across the road at the figure skulking near the 
church. Mike had not intended to come home tonight, but the man he had wanted to see in 
London was away and so he had decided to return to his new bride and hope their lovemaking 
tonight would be a great improvement on any fucking they had done so far ... couldn't get much 
worse the young man thought to himself ... he had never bargained on Sandra turning out such a 
prude ... Rich a frigid young woman. 

"What's going on there?" he called to the figure in the shadows as he got out of the car. He was 
surprised to find the figure was none other than Tim Rogers, one of his friends, and one of the 
guests at the wedding not so long ago. 

It was soon evident that Tim was in a rage, a bulge at his side pocket the game away that he was 
carrying a gun of all things. "You look as if you have seen a ghost old man!" Mike gripped his 
friend's arm. "What's all the bother then Tim boy?" 

Tim shook the hand away. "You go on home and leave me alone tonight Mike," he snapped 
back. "I've come down here to take care of a little matter. I have a score to settle with a certain 
reverend gentleman. I can't see any lights in the church or the house, but the old devil must be in 
there somewhere. " 

"The Reverend Crowder do you mean?" added Mike. “What on earth has the poor old 
clergyman been up to make you want to frighten him with a gun?" 

"I'm not only going to frighten him," retorted the angry young man, "I'm going to put a couple of 
slugs through his bollocks, the dirty swine!" 

Mike followed his friend through the gate to the path leading to the rectory. He did not try to stop 
him ... Tim looked nasty enough to turn the gun on him if he gave him cause to. "Tell me Tim, if 
you can, what has made you behave like this? What has the poor old vicar done to deserve such 
wrath?" 

By the time the two reached the side of the darkened house Mike had listened to the almost 
unbelievable story of Penny Rogers' seduction at the hands of the holy man and his friends. 

"Look, Tim, I'm sorry to hear about your troubles and all that, but I just don't believe that about 
the Reverend. If your wife has been unfaithful I bet she has another man, a man more her own 
age who is playing around with her and she has tried to protect him by telling you this pack of 



lies about Crowder. Please, Tim, don't be too hasty ... let's find out what the old man has to say 
first... no shooting yet, Tim, "Mike tried to reason with the enraged husband. 

"All right Mike ... we'll let him have his say first... then he has this," he patted his right-hand 
pocket... "right in his balls ... I don't care what the outcome will be ... I've lost Penny now all 
through this old swine and I don't care what happens to me as long as I get this bastard!" 

The window they had been fiddling with slid open ... the catch was not fastened very well... the 
two husky young men climbed silently into the darkened rectory ... not a sound could be heard. 
"I bet he's fast asleep in bed, Tim” 

"Yes, let's find the stairs and go up, he is sure to be upstairs at this time of the night, he goes to 
bed early I believe, when he's not seducing young wives!" 

They reached the foot of the stairs when they heard a low moan ... it was not the sort of sound 
that a man made, it was essentially a woman’s moan; it came from the back of the stairs, on the 
lower floor they thought. 

"My God, the old swine's got a woman here now!" muttered Tim, and even Mike had to agree 
that it sounded very much as if that was true. 

They padded along the passage until they reached the wall behind the stairs ... again that moan ... 
and a few gasps for breath ... it was most decidedly a woman ... they found a door ... it opened 
easily and without sound ... the room beyond was in darkness and they entered and dosed the 
door behind them ... they stood there letting their eyes get used to the gloom ... then they made 
out the shape of a long, low, oblong-altar affair ... it were two naked white figures ... a man and a 
woman ... there could be no what they were doing they were ... and fucking with a mad hot 
passion ... they could make out the -long angular body on top ... that was the Rev. Crowder 
without a doubt... they could not see who the girl was ... she had a good body, they could see 
that in outline in the dark ... but they could not see her face ... both young men felt their own 
pricks rising at the sounds and sight of this frigging act. 

The girl drawing her legs back, her knees were coming up on either side of the old vicar’s body, 
she was doing all she could to get into the most vulnerable position so her cunt would get 
penetrated more deeply .. .whoever she was she wanted cock very badly ... both the young 
intruders were clear that what Penny Rogers had told about the churchman was true... he was a 
lover ... he was adept at seduction ... this young woman beneath him was proving all these 
points. 



They moved closer to the fucking couple ... Tim had taken the small revolver from his pocket... 
not much need to get any explanation from the old lecher ... he didn't want to harm the girl 
though, whoever she might be, she didn't deserve a bullet that was meant for her lover. 

They were close enough to see the girl if she would turn her face this way ... in her wild 
contortions it was only a matter of time before she twisted round towards the two men ... 
suddenly the girl clutched the shoulders of the clergyman ... she must be about to climax ... her 
face came up above his shoulders ... she gazed directly at the two men ... in her lust crazed 
tension she did not even see them ... they saw her though! 

"My God!" The words came from Mike Manton as he found himself staring into the face of his 
own wife his modest, frigid, sex-hating wife ... his bride of less than a month ago, the girl he had 
yet to enjoy a minute of real passion with ... he did not believe it... yet here she was her face 
absolutely masked with her lust, her mouth drooling open, her saliva dribbling from both corners 
of her pretty lips as she throbbed herself to an orgasm on the prick of this so-called "holy man." 

Mike looked down their bodies ... to the region where man joined to woman ... he saw the 
massive slick glistening piston of a cock going back and forth into his wife’s hair-lined cunt. 

She was clinging to the old man ... begging him in a voice that was meant only for him. "Fuck 
me ... darling fuck me ... keep on fucking me ... you are so wonderful... fuck me ... fuck me ... 
oheeeuug!" 

The Reverend Crowder did not hear her ... the small alcove chapel still echoed and re-echoed 
with the two shots ... the white bodies were drenched in flowing blood as with his dying life- 
energy the old lecher empties his scum into the lust-crazed drugged young woman. Who pulled 
the trigger? Who was to blame? It was for the judge to decide at a later date ... unfortunately 
Mrs. Sandra Manton was not very much use as a witness ... the shock had affected her mind ... 
and little wonder. 

PART TWO 

Chapter One . . . 

The car sped up through the narrow lanes as if it were on a clear parkway. The driver, elderly 
though he might be, was a very good driver indeed. He knew the route well, and he was in 
desperate haste to reach the old rather tumbled down country villa which was his destination. 

The lovely girl seated beside him was one of the reasons why he was eager to get to the villa to 
be there in the absolute privacy of the vast grounds, to be secreted in the old country villa miles 



from anywhere with this lovely must be any man's dream. To make matters even more erotic and 
exciting this girl was his stepdaughter. The daughter of the woman he had married just five years 
ago, when this girl had been ten. He glanced sideways at the girl, her long slender but very 
shapely legs were stretched out in front of her. It was a large car and she was able to stretch her 
legs. She wore the smart mini-skirt that was all the fashion now and she gave her step-father a 
very interesting viewing of her thighs. 

He wondered if she wore the panty-tights that were also the rage just now, but as she stretched a 
little more and the skirt edged higher he saw that she was wearing the extra-long nylons and a 
skimpy girdle with very short garters ... there was just about an inch of white girlish flesh 
between the tops of the hose and the girdle edge ... a glimpse that was enough to make the old 
fellow's mouth water. 

Linda saw the way her elderly step-father kept looking sideways at her, she knew he was looking 
at her legs, she felt a naughty pang of pleasure at knowing that he was getting a thrill from seeing 
her limbs. She liked men admiring her, and even if it was her own step-father it was still 
gratifying to see that twinkle in his eyes ... a twinkle that gave away just how intrigued he was 
with her sly leg-show. 

It was when they drove well away from the main roads and started the climb up into the hills that 
Martin Trent took the chance to slide his left arm about his step-daughter's slim shoulders. She 
did not move away along the car seat to avoid the embrace. "Are you looking forward to your 
holiday with me my dear?" he "It is a pity that your mother can't make it this time. She has to be 
in London for these next two weeks, so she will be at home when we go back to town. " 

"Yes, I'm sorry that mummy can't be up here with us," the girl replied, "she always loved it at the 
villa, didn't She? 

He nodded and dragged her a little closer to him, as the car swerved at a bend she leaned towards 
him, putting out her hand to steady herself. It was natural that she should grip his left thigh ... it 
was when she tried to pull her arm back that she found his hand had gripped her bent elbow and 
was preventing her from pulling her arm back ... he was gently, but firmly pushing her elbow so 
that her hand was forced to move more across the front of his thigh towards the inside of the 
thigh in fact... for a few dreadful minutes she thought he was forcing her to place her hand over 
that obvious swelling at his fly front... was her father, her step-father it is true, but nevertheless 
her mother's husband, trying to get her to touch him in an indecent way, while they drove out to 



the country villa where she was to stay with him for two weeks before they returned to rejoin her 
mother in London? 


The villa was soon reached. Bikko the little foreign man that Martin kept at the villa all the year 
round to take care of the place was there to greet them. He was a good manservant. Linda did not 
like him much, his slant eyes, so evil looking, his thin bloodless lips and that way he looked at 
her whenever he thought she wasn't noticing made her afraid of him. Her mother did not care for 
Bi kk o either, but as the little man had been in the employ of Martin for many years it was not 
likely he would be fired now that his master had remarried. 

Still, he was a good manservant. He had a very nice meal all ready for them, even if he did insist 
on pouring and refilling Linda's glass with wine during the meal. The youngster was only fifteen, 
she did not drink as a rule, but she felt happy to be thought adult enough to be waited on by 
Bi kk o, and she did not want to appear childish by refusing the wine. 

After the meal she and her step-father went into the lounge where a large log fire was burning. 
She felt happy and relaxed as she settled down-on the large couch near the fire. She knew her 
step-father was watching her, but she didn't care when her short mini-skirt rode up her legs 
again, just as it had done in the car on the way up. Her step-father came across and sat down 
beside her, in the background somewhere the squat Bi kk o hovered about, pouring them the after- 
dinner coffee and more heady liqueur. It was when she got up to help Bikko carry the tray that 
she noticed the swelling at her father's trouser front again, just like it had been in the car ... when 
she returned to the couch to sit down his hands gripped her waist, she did not resist as he 
maneuvered her to sit on his lap ... she felt as well as saw that bulge now it felt throbby ... she 
knew very well what it was and the thought thrilled her. 

Linda, even at the age of fifteen, had enough womanly instincts to know that this arousal at the 
front of her step-father's body was due to the closeness of her body, due to the showing off of her 
legs she had given him ... in a way she hoped that he might forget she was his stepdaughter, 
forget just long enough to kiss her with a passion kiss instead of the usual father-daughter kisses 
they indulged in ... but she was due to be disappointed at the moment... for after a few more 
minutes he was telling her that after so long a journey she must be tired ... "Bi kk o will take you 
to your room my dear," he told her and it was the squat slant-eyed little man who escorted her to 
the room on the first floor of the old fashioned country villa. 

As soon as they left the room, Martin moved with surprising rapidity ... going to the rear of the 
house and using a private back staircase, one used by the servants in the old days when the lord 



of the manor lived here with a large staff. In a roundabout way he made his approach to a room 
that was adjoining the small one in which his to sleep. Quickly he dosed the door and peered 
through the' "eyes" of a large painted Cavalier that hung on the dividing wall. It allowed him to 
peer through into the next room he was pleased to see that his manservant was not slow to put 
their vile plan into action. Already in the assumed privacy of the small bedroom Linda was 
letting the little man caress her the ... drink had gone to her head, she was happy and light¬ 
hearted ... she laughed when the little servant had suggested she would be a sweet girl and let 
him kiss her goodnight... it bad not been such a joke when he had taken hold of her arms, had 
got his hungry mouth to hers, but the fiercely erotic way the strange little man kissed was more 
than enough to make her forget her fear of him and her revulsion at being touched by him. 

Martin saw his young step-daughter actually clinging to the stout frame of the little man, she was 
letting the large hands wander over her back and asscheeks while she let him kiss her so fondly. 

It was the sort of kiss she had always wanted to experience with a good looking boy, now 
although it was with a man, old and ugly as sin, she was still responding to the artful way that 
Bikko used his thick wet tongue in her small mouth. 

An excited and homy Martin Trent watched from his peepholes ... he saw the large hairy-backed 
hands of the servant ease up the back of the girl's short skirt, he had his hands to her plump little 
fleshy backside, holding her with only thin fabric of her panties between his palms and her flesh. 
She eased her slim young body slightly sideways as he brought one hand away from her buttocks 
and fondled the outside of her blouse over her lush and perfectly molded breast. The girl had no 
idea that through that wall, through that large picture that hung there, her step-father was 
watching her every move, her every expression, her every reaction ... the little man stood back 
from her, his hands going to her blouse to start unfastening the small pretty buttons, he quickly 
had the small tight bra loosened, the pert breasts were lolling free and before she could resist, 
even had she so wanted to, the little servant had his greedy mouth to one of the exposed nipples. 

Her gasps of delight thrilled her watching, listening step-father ... he guessed that this was her 
first experience of having a mouth to her breast. Slowly and with deliberate lickings and 
suckings the servant got both breasts tipped with small but firmly aroused pink nipples ... she 
helped him take off her blouse altogether and it was easy for him to slide the slim shoulder-straps 
of the bra down and away from her. Bi kk o swivelled the half-naked girl so that she faced the 
large framed picture on the wall she did not see that the eyes of the portrait were "alive" that they 
were the eyes of her own step-father watching slow but eventual debauchery ... Bi kk o stood 
close behind her, pressing the front of his broad body hard to her back and buttocks. She was as 



tall as he was, just a little taller in fact, and he had to ease himself on to tiptoe to get his fat penis 
to wedge itself along the crevice of her young ass ... he jabbed at her in the most suggestive and 
ancient movements of all making sure that she faced the picture on the wall through which her 
step-father watched her. 

Martin Trent was indeed enjoying the lewd spectacle ... he loved to-see the wild horny 
expression on that pretty face of his step-daughter ... he wished that her mother could be here to 
be made to watch the child ... it would make up for all the times Linda's mother had been frigid, 
had been cold and stand-offish when he wanted sex ... it was a sight to gladden the eyes of any 
man to see that pretty fifteen-year-old, naked from the waist up, being tit-fondled by the large 
hands of that old manservant. 

Now one of those large hairy hands was feeling up the girl's legs, his thick wrist raising the hem 
of the mini-skirt as the wandering hand teased higher up the slender legs. Up to the top of those 
delightfully attractive flesh-colored nylons the hand moved ... the way the girl trembled as the 
hand moved to that very narrow band of naked flesh above the stockings gave her step-father a 
great thrill... she would tremble all right before the holiday was over, and what an enthralling 
contrast that large hairy-backed hand made against the smooth sheer milky white flesh of her 
young thigh. 

Bikko made sure he kept the girl's skirt well up so that his master could see all that was taking 
place ... Martin saw that she was responding to the artful feeling of her legs and breasts ... her 
young, legs were opening slightly ... it was but her feminine instinct making her act this way ... 
and her expression was a natural reaction as she felt a hand settle full over her plump rounded 
"hump" of passion, only her thin panties keeping her intimate flesh from being actually fondled 
raw ... her expression was one of pleasure tinged with surprised fear ... just as it had been the first 
mouth to pay homage to her young titties, so this as the first time that a hand had felt her up so 
intimately ... she parted her thighs more ... her panting was heavy ... Martin rubbed his hands 
together gleefully ... the homy old Bikko was doing well ... very well. 

A thick middle finger hooked and probed upwards, forcing the moist/ nylon to form a little 
sheath up inside her tight restricted hole for his finger to press in to. 

"OOOOOOhhhHHHmmmMMM," the girl moaned, unable to stifle the expression of her excitement 
any longer. Her knees bent, her thighs sprung more obscenely apart as the finger began to 
masturbate her through her panties ... for several moments she was frigged, almost to the point of 
fainting with divine pleasure and then she was suddenly picked up bodily and laid down on her 



bed ... the little Bikko had shown astonishing strength, and now he was showing speed and 
determination as he got her skirt down, her garters unclipped, her long nylon hose rolled down 
and off and then finally her panties ... she lay there panting, naked as the day she was born ... for 
a moment she was ashamed ... shocked into realization at what was happening ... then just as she 
was about to get up and find her nightie from her case and tell this grinning little man he must 
leave her alone something else happened to her for the first time ... the man had his face between 
her legs, he was kissing her ... but kissing her down there where she never dreamt she would ever 
be kissed ... and it was the most wonderful experience of her life ... she closed her eyes ... it was 
paradise ... sheer paradise ... through the picture on the wall her step-father watched her 
contorting in her rut as Bi kk o went down to her young cunt-hole ... no young girl could 
withstand such an obscene stimulation ... she opened her legs wider, lifted her knees, jogged 
against his mouth, jerked and writhed and begged to be made to cum. 

Her stepfather saw her sweet belly lifting ... saw it throbbing .. saw the spasms wrench through 
her frame ... she was cumming ... cumming long and plentiful in the little servant's mouth ... 
Bi kk o kept his face there until she had cum completely ... he drained her sweet nectar from her 
... sucked at the soft pulpy cuntlips until no more fluid was arriving at the portals of her pussy. 

Behind the dividing wall her step-father extracted his aroused penis from his trousers ... lovingly 
he rubbed the shaft, all ten inches of it... soon it would be that huge and bulbous cock-head that 
would rape that sweet child in the next room ... he fully intended to fuck the lovely body of his 
step-daughter ... he had never fully got satisfaction and pleasure from her mother in all those five 
years of marriage ... now he wanted to get his lust satiated on the child ... his own step-daughter 
was to be the victim, willing victim he hoped, of his pent-up lust and desires. 

Time would tell if she was to be better for him than her mother had been ... at any rate he would 
get additional pleasure from seeing her debauched by old Bi kk o. 

So far she had shown her wantonness in no uncertain terms ... Bi kk o had unleashed some of her 
young lust... before the holiday was over she would be allowed, tempted and persuaded, to 
release all her inhibitions ... and be what step-father wanted her to be ... a fifteen-year old 
wanton little bitch-whore. 

Chapter Two . . . 

The next morning when she came down to breakfast after a good deep sleep she found that the 
table was already laid, and the two men were waiting for her. A vacant chair between the master 
and the servant was clearly for her. She took her place there and enjoyed the breakfast even 



though the two men had moved their chairs close to she could feel their thighs her own ... she 
was little embarrassed and yet obtained a thrill from this seemingly harmless touching of their 
bodies. The coffee that was poured tasted strangely bitter to her, but she was not sufficiently 
worldly to suspect that it had been drugged ... her step-father had instructed Bikko to add a little 
"flavouring", a drug that might induce the girl to a be little more "giving" in her attitude towards 
her step-father ... and the manservant perhaps. 

Although she had slept well and long, after the breakfast she felt sleepy, she leaned back in her 
chair, and did not resist at all when the hand of the manservant took her wrist and dragged her 
arm across his body front. The tablecloth hid his actions and she thought that her step-father did 
not know what was happening, but when he too took her other hand and moved it across to his 
trouser front, she realized that each man was as bad as the other. 

She felt the huge erection at the front of her step-father's trousers, she held it through the material 
... her other hand was feeling the equally large penis of the servant through his trousers ... it was 
a strange and stimulating after-breakfast "game", and one had never played before. It was a she 
was to find that the men liked her to play after every meal, and not always was the hefty prick 
held only through the trousers, after the first day or so at the villa she was taking hold of their 
bared cocks ... and loving the experience. 

It was that first morning that the two men took her out to the stables at the back of the villa. Not 
that they were used as stables now, although there were no horses there, in a small square stall at 
the far end of the shed was one of the closest friends of the manservant... a close friend and a 
very strange one ... a friend well trained in a specific way ... a friend who was not of the human 
species, well not quite ... for the friend was Hector, a large sized ex-circus baboon. 

Linda was fond of animals ... all types of animals, but this was her first close up view of this 
species of the monkey-ape tribe ... she was afraid of its rather fearsome looking face. Its face was 
sharp, its nose squat but its teeth sharp and protruding like little pebbles, uneven and discolored. 
Its arms and legs were long and shaggy with hair that grew in abundance everywhere on its 
frame except its smooth-skinned buttocks and the area close to its genitals. As they moved in to 
the stall closer to the wire mesh that kept its part of the stable separate, the beast began to chatter, 
its teeth gnawing at the thick lips, and strange sounds coming from its throat. 

Hector has met you already smelt you my dear," Linda heard her stepfather chuckling. "I told 
Bi kk o that you were very fond of animals and he was kind enough to tell me that he would let 



you be introduced to his very special pet. This is Hector my dear. Open the door Bikko, let my 
step-daughter meet your little pet properly. ' 

The moment that Bi kk o pulled back the mall gate that allowed entrance to the wired-in stall, 
Martin pushed his startled step-daughter in to the straw-floored partition where the baboon 
strutted. The moment she was in the stall, the beast was at her ... she screamed but it was of no 
use ... the awful beast was hugging her to him making snuffling noises that were far from being 
unpleasant in their own way but it was the way his paws were clawing between her legs that 
made her so frightened ... he was literally forcing her thighs apart, his claws at her nylon panties 
until they were shredded ... the two men outside the stall watched everything closely ... they 
knew what would happen ... they saw the baboon's long thin penis, crimson tipped, red raw of 
flesh up the shaft itself ... it took the beast several minutes to get into position . . .at last the 
crimson tip of the long penis was lost from sight... the shrill scream of his step-daughter told 
Martin just where that baboon had its cock ... up in her tight, virgin hole ... a cunt-hole that was 
no longer virgin ... she was being broken in by a large baboon ... by a member of the ape family. 

Martin Trent licked his lips, what a holiday this was turning out to be ... if only he could have got 
the girl to behave like this while her mother was up here what a shock, what a tragic spectacle for 
the frigid woman to witness ... her own flesh and blood "going with" a large monkey 

Linda was screaming ... but the two men watched and waited ... they knew the pattern of these 
bestial rapes too well to be afraid for the young girl ... she was only fifteen, but she was old 
enough and well developed enough for this bestial act upon her ... soon, very soon the screams 
subsided ... the girl gasped ... then the gasps too changed ... changed to pantings, moans of a 
strange pleasure ... they saw clamp her arms about the hairy back of the frigging beast... gurgles 
of intense lustful pleasure came from her panting lips now ... just as they knew she would, the 
young teen-ager was being caught up in this web of vice and lust... she was enjoying this bestial 
rape ... wanting it to continue to its ultimate conclusion ... the girl was as "animal" as the baboon 
... she wanted the fuck as much as the unthinking beast wanted it. 

Martin and his manservant stood close to the wire mesh of the stall... they were able to look 
closely into the face of the girl ... it was an expression that had never been on her pretty face ever 
before ... an expression of being lost... of being crazed, from innocence to depraved lust her 
facial contortions had worked the full cycle ... she was no longer the innocent fifteen-year old 
schoolgirl at home for the holidays with her step-father ... she was a horny sex-loving young 
bitch ... and this was but her first morning at the villa. 



They watched her lithe young body writhing in torment... waves of sheer ecstasy went through 
her frame, she lunged and worked body with the hairy, frigging body of the beast. 


Three times the girl was "charged" with sexual fever before the baboon discharged into her ... 
almost in a dead faint, she lay beneath the feet of the beast where it had dropped her as soon as 
the limp penis had slid from her violated cunny. It was a slobbering, panting, crying bewildered 
youngster who was carried back to the villa from the stables an hour later. 

She would need plenty of rest for the remainder of the day ... time enough tonight or the next 
morning to continue with her debauchery ... they had plenty of time, almost two whole weeks ... 
and this was only the first morning. 


Chapter Three . . . 

"I think it will be better if we keep young Linda out of sight this evening Bikko" Martin 
explained to his little manservant. "I don't want any talk or gossip down in the village until we 
are sure we are quite safe with the young couple who are coming to dinner this evening." 

Bi kk o agreed ... it would be far to keep the presence of the young girl a secret from their guests. 
Steve and Tina Roberts were a nice young couple, they had come down to stay in the village for 
a month or so, the young man had been very ill, his firm was paying him for three months' rest, 
and so he and his very pretty wife Tina were taking it easy in the country. After a while, country 
life can be a bore to those used to plenty of town activity, and so it was when they became 
engaged in idle chatter to the charming Martin Trendy in the local inn the young couple were 
delighted to be invited to the villa for a meal and a few drinks some evening. That evening was 
here now. 

A really first class meal had been served, and now they were drinking strong black coffee and a 
strange concoction for an after-dinner drink, a drink that was making the young couple feel 
strangely languid and relaxed. 

It started as a joke really, old Bi kk o sitting close to Tina on the couch opposite the one where 
Steve and Martin sat... then when the old man started to pet and kiss the young wife it was past a 
joke ... yet strangely enough the young husband felt too limp, too exhausted to get up and try and 
stop the horrid little servant. 



It was this wretched drink, it had sapped his strength ... Steve cursed his stupidity in drinking so 
much ... he watched as his wife allowed the old servant to kiss her ... why didn't she push him 
away? Why did she open her mouth so willingly to his horrid tongue? The drink must be having 
this different effect on her. 

Steve made a new attempt to get his strength when he saw the large hand of the servant flipping 
the pretty dress up that Tina was wearing ... she didn't seem to care ... in fact, to the amazed 
horror of the young man, he saw his wife opening her legs more as the vile hairy-backed hand 
climbed higher up towards her sheer milky white thighs. She seemed to be enjoying this ... Steve 
lost sight of the wandering hand but from the bulge at his wife's crotch the hand was diving 
inside her panties ... Bikko was frigging her ... it was too awful. Too disgusting for words and to 
make matters worse another glass of that infernal drink was being held to his lips, Martin was 
squeezing his nostrils, making him swallow ... he felt more weak afterwards, more strangely hot. 

Steve Roberts wished he had never set eyes on this Martin Trent, but he had seemed such a 
gentlemanly fellow ... such a charmer that both he and Tina had taken a liking to him ... now this 
was happening ... it was so horrid ... so wicked ... but wait a minute ... despite his utter 
revulsion at what was happening the young man was beginning to feel a horny stirring in his 
loins ... he was watching the ugly little manservant and Tina in a new light ... the spectacle was 
causing him thrills ... he felt his penis awakening ... this was also noticed by the eagle-eyed 
Martin ... he rubbed his palm down over the obvious swelling at the young man's pants ... "Aha 
... I see you are getting some fun as well my boy,” he chuckled. “We have a very special treat 
for your pretty wife this evening my boy. You just wait and watch.” 

The drugged young man did not have much choice. He saw Martin go to the large wooden chest 
that stood the comer of the room, while he was delving inside it, Bi kk o was getting the zipper 
and fastenings of Tina's dress undone. It did not take the little man long to get the dress down to 
her waist... the pale lilac-colored bra she wore was quickly and easily removed ... by the time 
Martin came back from the chest, the young wife was bare above her slender waist. Martin had 
in his hands what appeared to be two deflated balloons, but they were not made of the normal 
thin rubber but of real skin, the skin of one of the female baboons that Bikko had kept as a pet 
until a few years ago. The twin skin "balloons" were joined by two thin skin-straps and the 
young woman looked down in wonderment as the two "balloons" were carefully fitted over her 
breasts. 


The skin pouches were not nearly as deep as her bra cups and when the strands of thin 
skin that were fastened to the twin pouches were drawn round her back to be fastened together as 



a bra harness would have been, it pulled her lovely fleshy knockers tightly back to her chest that 
the tits were almost completely flattened. 

It looked as if the young woman was strangely flat-chested and yet with the wobbly jelly-like 
globes of her real tits still visible beneath the tautly drawn skin. 

Martin had taken from the chest another small box, from this he took a bottle and pouring some 
of the oily contents into his palm he started to massage her right tit. Bikko took the bottle and 
well oiled his palms and then gave the same harsh massage to her other squashed knocker. 

The room filled with the soft plaintive moans of the young woman as her tits were oiled and 
massaged through the tightly restricting skin-bra ... soon after a few moments of the oiling and 
rubbing the result began to show ... pushing up the center of the tight skin was the pert firm 
nipples of her aroused breast peaks ... not only her nipples were being compelled to erect, but her 
flesh of the breast itself was swelling so that it seemed that her tits were being forced backwards 
into her body, as the skin bra would not allow any freedom forward apart from the small center 
where the nipples pushed forward ... now while Martin went back to the chest in the corner of the 
room, Bi kk o was busy taking her dress right down and then her panties as well ... she lay 
moaning and writhing on the couch ... Martin was leaning over her and she saw he held in his 
hand what looked like a large glove ... this too was made of animal skin, but it was seen that it 
had not been shaved and trimmed like the skin bra had been ... this sheath was covered in thick 
coarse hair ... baboon hair in fact... now it was Bi kk o's turn to go to the chest... he brought back 
a thick cylinder of solid rubber, shaped like a large prick ... it had the sheath of hair drawn down 
over it like a condom being drawn on to a penis. 

The young woman screamed as the hairy "cock" was thrust up into her moist cunt-hole ... Bi kk o 
worked the artificial cock in and out of her while Martin finger-fucked her clitoris to put her 
completely at the mercy of her wanton lusts ... then when she was wild to climax, Bikko thrust 
the entire length up into her hole and squeezed her fleshy cuntlips across the entrance to force 
her to contain the hair-cock inside her. Gently, Martin massaged across her belly until it was 
clear that he was making her inner membranes press against and caress the hairy monster inside 
her vagina ... not until she had "come" several times did he allow Bi kk o to release her wet, cunt¬ 
lips and let the fluid-covered hair-cock flop out of her twat. 

The next morning it all seemed Like a bad dream to the young husband. Could that awful thing 
have happened to his wife? And where was he now ... he didn't remember going back to the 
village ... he was not in his own bed ... he sat up ... beside him under the sheets was a girl, a 



young girl, a very pretty girl... she sat up with him, her soft hands down under the sheets still 
caressing his cock. She couldn't be more than fifteen he thought, and yet she was handling his 
pecker like an experienced prostitute. 

"Want to fuck me again darling?" she muttered coaxingly, “before we go down to breakfast eh?" 
“Fuck you again?" he stammered. "Have I fucked you before then?" 

The saucy girlish chuckle came from her sweet mouth. He saw her reach over the side of the bed, 
when straightened up she had in her hand palm three used and well-filled rubber condoms. 

Three times darling," she told him. "Look, and every time you came a nice lot. Did you like 
fucking a schoolgirl darling?" 

"How old are you?" he slapped the question at her, "and where is my wife?" 

"I'm fifteen, so you have broken a very serious law, " she chuckled. 'You have slept with a 
fifteen-year-old girl and frigged her in a disgraceful manner. As for your wife, I imagine she has 
fucked with my step-father, Martin Trent and with Bikko as well, I shouldn’t wonder. Come on 
darling," she coaxed him, "you are nice and hard again now ... do it to me again ... this time 
without a rubber ... come on darling!" 

He groaned as he rolled over on top, of her ... what man could resist... and if he had fucked her 
three times already, well once again would not make matters any worse ... or any better ... and 
his cock was stiff again ... she had the gentlest of hands for masturbating a tired dick. 

He would never have guessed that until little over a week she had never touched a penis, or had a 
cock inside her pussy ... now she loved it so much she wanted it all the time ... she would even 
have slept in the shed with the baboon if she had been denied any other pleasure. 



Chapter Four . . . 


Mrs. Trent sat in the small darkened news theatre ... she had plenty of time on her hands ... later 
this evening her daughter and husband were arriving from their villa in the country. Linda had 
been staying with her step-father for a couple of weeks vacation and now Martin was bringing 
her back to London ... for the rest of the school vacation the girl would be with her mother ... 
Judith Trent was aware of the movement in the seat next to hers ... a man was there, a large man, 
he was trying to get his arm round her shoulders ... she shrugged him away, or meant to, in her 
movements his arm slid down her back, his hand moving directly under her armpit... she would 
get up ... find another seat or leave the movie altogether ... as she moved forward so the hand, a 
large strong one, cupped her breast. It sent a thrill through her that she had not enjoyed for a 
long time ... she did not get up ... she would wait a little longer ... what harm was there ... it was 
pitch dark in here ... no one knew her ... she felt his other hand groping for her knees ... now she 
was really undecided ... she wanted to stop him and yet was getting a strange kick from having 
this complete stranger fondle her ... he was easing her skirt up her nicely rounded thighs ... she 
was only thirty-five and she still had a very good figure and especially a good shapely pair of 
legs ... she looked down ... there was no stopping the old hand ... it had her dress high enough 
for the whites of her thighs above her nylons to show gleamingly in the darkness of the small 
stuffy movie theatre. 

He had a nerve, this unknown old fellow. Give them an inch and they take a yard ... that was 
being proved true all right... his right hand was hot and clammy as settled it on her naked flesh 
just an inch or so above her stocking-top. His hand left her thighs for a moment, she felt him 
groping for her hand, her left hand, his fingers traced down her fingers ... he was feeling for her 
wedding-ring finger ... he found the outline of the circle of gold. 

"Still living with your husband?" It was a whispered question and one she had certainly not 
expected. 

She nodded, she did not recognize her voice as she croaked "Yes, I am, of course I am." 

His next words filled her with horror and excitement ... "You won't mind if I don't wear a rubber 
then," he whispered. "You married gals don't care do you, it's only the single babes that get a bit 
edgy if they feel a bare cock up them." 

She held her breath ... this stranger was going too far ... yet his fondling up her legs and the 
gentle caressing he had given her breasts had made her feel sexy all right... it was many months 
since she had seen Martin and she never went with other men. 



The stranger was groping more lewdly between her thighs now, she found she was opening her 
legs for him, letting him have an easy feel at her private parts. 

She leaned her head on his shoulder. He was making her feel good, she was content in the 
knowledge that no one would what was happening to her ... no one knew her in here ... she 
dropped her hand to his lap, she undid his fly and clasped at the rigid cock flesh that reared free. 
He was quite large and under her gentle rubbings he became as stiff and hard as ever her husband 
did. 

His face was turned towards hers and knew he wanted to kiss her ... she faced him, his lips were 
thick and wet and yet although he was a complete stranger to her she found she was able quite 
easily to get pleasure from the kiss ... he was sitting so he could get his hands up under her 
buttocks as she half turned in the seat... it was a good thing that very few other customers were 
in the cinema at this time of the day. The row in which they sat was quite empty and except for a 
few other couples spaced well about the darkened place there was no one to worry them at all. 

She felt him trying to slobber his saliva into her mouth as his hands groped under her panties ... 
his mouth-juice tasted horrid and yet in a wild strange way it stimulated her ... she felt his fingers 
at her twat-lips ... God but he was making her feel in need of fucking ... she rubbed his cock with 
a more urgent up and down stroking ... she wanted this cock badly ... she didn't know who he 
was ... where he came from ... it didn't matter ... she wanted him to possess her. 

"Wriggle your ass towards me!" he murmured as he held her panties out of the way. She half 
turned away from him and backed her buttocks towards him, she felt him lifting her dress, 
making a few quick maneuvering thrusts at her and then he had his cock-head to her cunt from 
the rear angle. He jabbed in into her ... never had she felt the need so badly ... just a few more 
hours and her husband would be with her ... why couldn't she have waited ... this complete 
stranger in the darkened quiet cinema was making her-want it NOW ... not a few hours later 
when her husband could give her what his marital rights were all about... she wanted it now ... 
HERE AND NOW! 

He held her hips as he frigged at her like a dog with a bitch ... they were just like two farm yard 
animals she thought ... each seeking the fulfillment of their lusts ... both screwing as nature 
intended ... it mattered not who they were ... she was a woman, he was a man ... that was all that 
nature had intended ... for over three months she had gone without this pleasure ... and when 
Martin did make love to her it was not always satisfying ... this was going to be satisfying though 



... she knew it... this stranger was going to make her cum ... and make her cum and respond to 
him a lot. 


He was pulling her hands back behind her, he spoke so intently she was sure some of the other 
couples up here in the circle had heard him ... “Play with my bollocks darling," he murmured, 

"go on ... play with my balls!" 

She willingly wormed her hand under his loins to reach his dangling scrotum ... his testicles were 
large and heavy ... well-filled for her, she thought ... it was a new and enthralling pleasure to 
cradle his balls while he fucked her ... she had never done this with either of her husbands. 

When he began to shoot in her, she felt her own climax bursting ... the movement between them 
was violent... she was fucked forward so heavily she tumbled to the floor ... he was still frigging 
her, had to drop with her ... they completed the union on the dirty floor of the theatre ... looking 
along the floor behind the seats she saw at least a dozen or more used "rubbers." She had not 
been the first by a long way to enjoy a little extra-marital fucking in the cinema that afternoon ... 
there was one difference though ... her unknown lover, the man already getting up from the floor 
and shuffling towards the end of the row, had not used a condom ... his semen, hot and bubbly 
was spurted right up inside her cunt. 

She must go to the toilet on the station platform and get a good rinse out before she went to the 
gate to meet the train that was bringing her husband and daughter back to London. 

Funny how she was so frigid and found sex difficult with Martin. Yet with a complete stranger 
she had enjoyed the act, had wanted the fucking to go on and on. She loved Martin, but they had 
never been too happy sexually together ... still, she would try and change that from now 

She had felt a little guilty at letting Linda go down to the villa for two weeks on her own. She did 
not like that vile little manservant that Martin kept there, but still, Martin would have taken good 
care of his step-daughter wouldn't he? ... no harm could have come to the girl when she was with 
her step-father. 



Chapter Five 


It was not often that her parents took her with them to a party, but as this was near her birthday, 
Linda would soon be sixteen, they had brought her to the gay affair given by one of the business 
friends of her step-father. She would not have been surprised to be brought here by her father, 
but it was not like her mother to allow her this freedom, especially as now both her mother and 
step-father were enjoying themselves and leaving her to her own devices ... 

She was not alone long ... a grey-haired wrinkled old fellow came across to her and introduced 
himself, "I am a very close friend of your mother's my dear," he explained. "You are as pretty as 
she used to be at your age. 

"You knew my mother when she was sixteen?" she asked. The old fellow chuckled and nodded. 
'Oh yes ... I have known your family for many, many years my dear. I was at her first wedding 
when she married your father I was at her second wedding when she married your present step¬ 
father. Your mother is a very understanding woman ... she knows how fond I am of pretty young 
girls, I expect that is why she was persuaded to bring you along this evening." He slid his arm 
round her tiny waist and in a lower tone of voice he went on, “There is not much here for a pretty 
girl like you. All drinking is no good for you. Come with me, eh? Come to a little special room I 
have in this house my dear. Come on ... it will be all right.” 

"You mean this your house?" Linda asked. "And this is your party?" 

"In a way, yes. It is my house, but my son and his wife live here with me it is their party really. 
But it doesn’t matter whose party it is. Your mother and father are having a good time. Come on, 
let us have a good time too. Come on ... no one will see you are not still down here dancing, my 
dear." 

She went with him from the noise of the room to the privacy of the first floor of the large house. 
They came to a closed door, he had to use a key to unlock it and then he was opening it for her to 
move inside. It was a nicely furnished den, a study with a bed in it. She let him take her to the 
bed, as she laid on it her dress slid up her thighs ... she saw his eyes light up as he was given the 
view almost to her panties’ edge. He leaned over her, his hands on the bed on either side of her 
face. He looked intently down into her eyes ... "You know my dear that when your mother was 
your age I brought her to this very room ... to this very bed!" She felt embarrassed and ashamed 
when spoke about her mother ... he was going on, "Your mother always used to like me kissing 
her ... do you think you will get the same pleasure that she did my dear?" 



He lowered his face to hers ... his breath was hot, but not unpleasant. It was not a hot kiss such as 
she got from her step-father when he was making her homy, but it was a gentle kiss that she 
enjoyed ... she slid her slim arm about his scraggy neck ... poor old man ... he was enjoying 
kissing her and yet she was used to more torrid caresses, even though she was not yet sixteen. 

She felt him climb on the bed and lie close to her ... it was a strange feeling to know that her own 
mother had laid on this bed with this same man all those years ago ... she trembled a little when 
she felt hands getting her frock buttons undone down the front of the bodice ... his fingers were 
deft and experienced and he soon had the dress open and her luscious, nicely shaped tits out from 
the cups of her bra. . . she knew he was going to kiss her nipples ... she wanted him to ... she 
liked having her titties touched ... and kissed. 

Down in the main part of the house where the party was in full swing, the information was 
passed to those who would be interested that old Grandpa Kemp had taken one of the guests up 
to his special room. Those who were interested could go up to the second floor and look down 
through the cleverly installed see-through ceiling and see what was taking place in Grandpa 
Kemp's private room . . . 

Judith and Martin Trent were those hurrying up to the peeping room ... they both feared that it 
would be their daughter with the old lecher. Fear was not perhaps the word ... Martin HOPED it 
would be Linda ... and secretly, in a wicked bizarre way, Judith also hoped it would be her 
daughter at the mercy of the licentious old man. 

They were not to be disappointed ... by the time they were in the special low swing-forward 
chairs and peering down into the room below they saw that old Grandpa Kemp was fondling the 
girl through her panties. It was clear she was being made to want sex with him even though he 
was aged and far from being the sort of man she would ever want to even touch her. He had her 
naked, whilst the watchers above them enjoyed the sight... when the girl was back on the bed 
naked, he too stripped ... from under the pillow he brought a strange object... Linda didn’t know 
what it was, but those more experienced in sex matters were watching knew its use ... was a 
beautifully molded imitation prick ... a hollow one that was fitted with a strap harness and the 
old man was drawing it down over his own penis and strapping the harness in place round his 
waist and under his crotch ... it looked as if he had a penis of massive proportions ... a penis 
made of rubber, huge and grotesque against the rest of his weak craggy body. 

A great deal of pleasure was obtained for the peepers from the expression on the young girl’s 
face ... was something she had never seen before ... this was something very new to her ... 



something obscene and enthralling in its use ... something that she would never forget as long as 
she lived. 


The rubber cock-shaft was fitted with a very enlarged head ... the bulbous monstrosity was now 
being edged closer to Linda's wet and aching cunt-hole ... up above in the peepers' room Martin 
saw that one of the other men guests was feeling up under Judith's clothing and she was letting 
him ... nothing like a little sexy picture of one's own teen-age daughter to make a woman loosen 
up ... Martin was glad ... it was about time his wife became a good bed partner for him, although 
he had to admit she was far better now than she used to be ... since his holiday at the villa with 
Linda, Judith had been far more loving in bed. Not that the two events had any connection. 

He looked sideways to where Judith was letting her new friend pet her breasts. That was not like 
Judith at all, but several of the other couples up in this peeping room were petting heavily and it 
was clear that Judith was hot and ready for any advances made to her. Martin did not intend to 
interfere with his wife's pleasure ... the man had one hand up under her panties from the look of 
the bulge at her dress front... she was letting her cunt be fingered ... wonders would never cease. 

"Am I making you feel good honey?" the man said. He could not have known her husband was a 
couple of feet away ... Martin did not know who the man was, and he did not care, he moved 
discreetly further away from them. He just heard her mutter in reply, "Oheee ... yes ... wonderful 
... you make me feel wonderful!" 

In the room below, old Grandpa Kemp was making young Linda feel wonderful as well, with his 
rubber cock strapped to his stomach ... the girl was having her fifth orgasm before he withdrew 
the rubber tool and stripped it off to reveal his own quite large penis ... He shoved it back inside 
her ... despite the stretching her young hole been given, she still clamped at his dick with her cunt 
muscles ... in a moment or so Martin knew the brutal fucking would be over down there ... old 
Grandpa Kemp would have frigged another youngster ... He looked for his wife to see how she 
was taking the event... She was nowhere to be seen ... neither was the man who had been petting 
her. Martin smiled ... things were looking up ... his wife had gone off for a screw on her own 
with this stranger. Once she started to go with other men he knew she would be a better lay for 
him in bed ... and he would not have to run the frequent risk of being found out in his incestuous 
affair with young Linda. 

Chapter Six . . . 

With the return to London of his master and the lovely Linda, Bikko was left alone and miserable 
at the villa. It was always the same after been guests at the old country house, they went away 



the squat manservant felt the pangs of loneliness more and more. He was locking up for the 
night, after making his rounds of the house to see all windows were secure, when he heard the 
sound of a car drawing up outside on the graveled pathway. 

He looked out of the small window alongside the front door. One of those wretched ground fogs 
had risen, and it was hardly possible to see as far as the car that had pulled up a few feet from the 
door itself. 

Bikko opened the door and moved down the stone steps toward the car. Out of the mist the tall 
figure of a woman appeared. From the side of the car she approached from, Bi kk o knew she 
must have been driving. 

“Thank goodness we have found somewhere at last!", the woman exclaimed. Her voice was 
superior, and he knew that she was a lady of high station. Her words and tone of voice confirmed 
this. "My man, we have lost our way driving through here towards Cornwall and now that this 
damned mist is getting worse, I must ask you if you can arrange to put us up for the night?" 

Bi kk o moved closer to the car. The woman was about thirty-five or more, quite attractive from 
what he could see of her in the swirling mist. She had used the term "we" a couple of times, he 
peered into the car to see who else might be wanting to stay at the villa for the night. His eyes 
gleamed at the lovely girl half asleep in the front seat of the car. She looked about fourteen, 
extremely pretty and petite ... this woman's daughter, no doubt. 

"I shall be pleased to offer you suitable accommodations madam," he told her. "May I take your 
cases into the house?" 

"No, that won’t be necessary my man," she told him as she leaned inside the car to shake her 
daughter into wakefulness. "We have our night things in our handcase, the rest of the luggage 
can stay in the trunk, we shall be leaving first thing in the morning. I suppose this mist will have 
gone by then?" 

"Oh yes, it always clears with the dawn," he told her. "Now come along inside, come to the 
kitchen, is much warmer there." 

He led them through to the large kitchen at the back of the house. There was another reason apart 
from the warmth that had prompted him to invite them through to the kitchen ... the real reason 
was soon to be made clear to the haughty woman ... she sat in the highbacked, old-fashioned 
wooden chair as she watched Bi kk o prepare a hot drink for her and her young daughter ... she 
thought it strange that the chair should be bolted to the floor ... she thought it even more strange 



and frightening when she suddenly found that Bikko had slid behind her and quickly drawn a 
broad leather restraining-strap round and across her belly and fastened the two ends to the back 
of the chair ... her wild urgent attempts to get up from the chair were doomed to utter failure. 

She tried desperately to reach back and get her hands to the clasps that held the leather belt ... but 
it was too far a stretch for her ... she saw the horrid grinning little man approach her daughter. 

"You are a very pretty child my pet," he leered at her as tweaked her chin in his stumpy thumb 
and forefinger. “So, tell me, what is your name, and how old are you?" 

The girl was terrified ... she hastened to reply before this awful man hurt her. "I'm fourteen ... 
sir," she stammered, "and my name is Susan ... sir." 

Bi kk o grinned across at the petrified woman. "You have brought up your daughter to be very 
polite madam," he chuckled. "I like to hear a girl call me ‘sir’, makes me feel classy ... like you 
are, you haughty bitch!" He turned to the girl again. "Now Susan, I can tell you are a good and 
do as you are told. I want you to show me your pretty breasts ... my name is Bi kk o by the way ... 
and Bi kk o wants to see the pretty girl's nice titties." 

The girl gave a terrified sob and tried to race past him to get to her mother. He grabbed at her. 
"What a pity you are not going to be a good girl, and do as you are told Susan!" he chided her. 
"Your mother cannot help you ... she can’t even get up out of that chair and it is no use you 
crying. Here, let me get these on your little wrists then we can get down to really knowing one 
another." 

He managed to get her slim wrists braceleted by straps that were attached to long leather leads. 
He drew the leads to staples that were set in the brick wall of this very old-fashioned kitchen. 
"There my dear, with your arms out of the way, you will be less of a worry to me." 

The woman watched as Bi kk o knelt down front of the sobbing child and lifted the front of her 
pretty frock, his hands slid up her shapely young legs and felt the back of the girlish thighs 
before moving upwards to caress her plump ass. 

"Your daughter has a delightful ass madam, has she been given a good slapping on these lovely 
cheeks?" As he spoke, he lifted the back of the dress and gave the fleshy little hillocks a series 
of sharp slaps ... the girl was squirming, her cries had strangely enough stopped now ... she 
swayed under the attack on her pantied asscheeks, but she was not sobbing or protesting very 
much. 



"You can see madam," Bikko chuckled, “that your daughter has been given a certain amount of 
stimulation, naughty stimulation, by this slapping of her pretty ass. Most girls when they pass the 
thirteen or fourteen age mark can be to be sexually excited by gentle flagellation ... now I am 
going to see if I can stimulate your daughter a little more." 

He got to his feet and they saw him open the drawer of the large wall-dresser ... when he turned 
to face the child again he held in his hand a long wispy cane. He tucked it under his arm and used 
both hands to get the girl’s dress undone at the neck and down the front where it was held by 
small pretty buttons and hooks and eyes. The narrow straps of her pretty slip and the delicate 
straps of her girlish bra could be seen across her pure white shoulders. The thick and ugly fingers 
of the grinning Bi kk o eased the straps of the slip and the bra down from the shoulders until the 
twin mounts of milky-white peaks of girlish knockers were naked to his licentious eyes. 

The thick fingers fondled at the exposed and very vulnerable titties of the startled girl until the 
pale pink flat nipples were changed to prominent crimson stubs of quite firm outward thrusting 
"fingers." The girl was writhing and moaning, but had long since given up crying or sobbing for 
her mother ... she was still very frightened of course, but the strange sensual awakening that was 
taking place inside her was enough to make her overcome her fears. 

"It is a pity the master is not staying here at the, moment madam," Bi kk o went on, "he would 
have entertained you both so very well. I am sure that he would have wanted to let you see your 
pretty girlie on what he calls his 'Frame of Lust'. He keeps it behind here for very special use 
only." Bi kk o pulled back a large curtain that had draped down one of the long kitchen, behind it 
was revealed a strange wooden contraption with various attachments. On the base were two 
carved hollow indentations and on to these he lifted the girl's knees after releasing her from the 
wall rings. The girl was pulled forward so that she was in the "all-fours" position with a padded 
support under her soft belly to keep her uplifted. Her arms were drawn down and back to be 
strapped to her ankles and in this hopelessly vulnerable pose she was kept strapped and secure 
while Bikko knelt behind her and tugged at the crotchpiece of her panties. With deft flicks of his 
wrist he played the cane along her soft pink cuntlips until they began to darken in color as the 
blood was drawn to them ... the once soft pink flesh surrounding the little hole was now a thick- 
rimmed crimson fat band of flesh. It became even more moist and twitching when he bent his 
fact to kiss the cuntlips with a tongue kiss that the child had never before experienced. 

The haughty woman strapped to her chair found she was and silently and with lewd fascination 
watching her daughter's young vagina become aroused and contorted. She saw Bikko actually 
blowing up into the girl’s now quite wide little cunt-hole. He blew, sucked, licked and gobbled 



... when at he got up from behind the panting girl it was clear he had done a very solid job of 
arousing the homy desires of sexuality in the young girl. 

He moved across to the woman and blatantly put his hands on her nylon covered knees. Her 
hands were free, she was only tethered to the chair by the strap about her waist, and yet she did 
not try and stop Bikko from feeling up her broad thighs under her dress. Watching the obscene 
arousal of her innocent daughter had inflamed her own lusts in a way she would not have 
believed ... her legs were broad and fleshy ... the nylon so smooth ... he loved feeling her thighs 
... he was tempted to charge his plans ... to fuck the woman instead of the girl. 

He had not told her to do so, but the woman was undoing his fly ... getting his hugely rampant 
cock out and caressing it. He didn't know that she had been separated from her husband for over 
a year ... that during that time she had not had a cock even once ... that she had resisted all 
temptation up to now ... but at the sight of his penis throbbing so violently for a woman and the 
ache in between her thighs that made her realize just how badly she craved a man, she knew that 
she wanted cock to have her ... it would serve two purposes if she got this man to frig her ... it 
would give her the satisfaction she wanted and it might save her daughter from being raped ... 
surely after a good fucking, the man would be in a mood to let them free ... he would not want 
the girl as well? 

She managed to hoist her knees up hang them over the arms of the chair, she tugged well 
aside her panties so that her hairy mature fleshy cunt-hole was visible to him ... her cunt was 
begging for it ... B ikk o looked at the winking hole he wanted the and yet ... the woman was sure 
to be a perfect fuck while she was so hot... and the girl would be tight and difficult. . . 

The woman gasped as she felt the lips of her hot vagina stretching to get round the great dong of 
cock that was pushing at her ... so the vile little man WAS going to her instead of Susan ... it was 
hurting her as he rammed it to her ... Heaven knows what it would have done to Susan's little 
virgin hole ... once he was through the inner labia, the going was easy ... wet and slithery and 
very warm ... From the room the girl watched her mother being given the pleasure that had been 
going to be hers ... instead of relief that her mother had saved her from this monstrous man, the 
girl was peeved and frustrated ... even at fourteen, after so thorough an arousing as Bi kk o had 
given her, the girl knew what she wanted ... what she needed ... and it was her mother who was 
getting the cock ... having the fun ... having the fucking. 

She saw her mother twist her strong arms the broad back of the ravisher ... the cries of sheer 
ecstasy that filled the room made the child angry and determined to get her revenge ... both her 



mother and Bikko were too intent on their own pleasures to be watching her now ... if she was 
careful and stretched she could get her fingers to the bonds that held her wrists to her ankles ... 
she got the bonds undone ... a few more quick movements and she had slipped her wrists and her 
ankles from the holding bonds ... she slowly straightened up ... still she was unnoticed. 

Both her mother and Bi kk o were startled by the girl's sudden appearance right alongside them ... 
she was arching her body at Bi kk o. Holding her cuntlips well apart after taking down her panties 
... she was showing him her unsullied little hole ... fingering her pinkly wet virginal twat a few 
inches from his sweating face ... “Please ... please do it to me ... do it to me!" her voice was 
trembly and pleading. 

Bi kk o pulled back from the woman. Despite her protests, despite her attempts to hold him to her 
he dragged himself clear. He undid the strap that kept her to the chair and helped her to ha 
shaking legs. “Come on woman," he chuckled, “there is no need for me to keep you two 
shackled ... we can to my bed.” He dragged his thick foreskin down from the crimson wetly 
glistening knob of his great dick. "There's plenty here for both of you if we are careful, and in the 
master's study he keeps a fine selection of dildos, so you can have your choice of those as well, 
when you have tired me out. Come on Susan ... your mother is going to explain to you words all 
the delights of fucking while I show you in a more physical sense!" 

Long before dawn the horny woman and her newly sexually-awakened daughter had proved too 
much even for the wildly homy Bi kk o. It was with a great feeling of relief that he took mother 
and daughter out to the stable. Perhaps Hector, the trained baboon, would be more able to cope 
with the two sexy females. 

It took them quite some time to get over their fear and horror at being locked in a cage with a 
lustful hairy ape-like creature, and fact Bi kk o had to restrain the woman against the netting 
whilst the baboon fucked the girl. It was when the woman saw what erotic and terrific pleasure 
the girl was getting from the long, naked monkey-prick up in her young cunt that she too wanted 
to take part in the love act with Hector ... it was indeed a lewd and stimulating spectacle to see 
the long cock of the animal buried so snugly into the girl. There was never any doubt that the 
baboon would satisfy them both. Bi kk o had known the beast to have its climax twelve times in 
the space of a few hours and for every one flowing of the bestial semen, the creature would make 
its female victim cum at least three times. 


That would make about thirty-six orgasms between mother and daughter before the beast was 
fully satiated ... that should be enough even for homy young Susan and her haughty mother. 



It was a good thing Bikko had the monkey's cock in reserve 



PART THREE 


Chapter One . . . 

Keeping the book folded between the June Elliot hurried up to the bedroom. There was no need 
for secrecy, she was alone in the house, and had been for the last three weeks. Kenny Elliot was 
employed by the Government's Space Authority, he worked in the establishment way out in the 
country in the heart of Bedfordshire somewhere and only came home for long week ends about 
once a month. It was not much of a life for a young couple. For the first year of their marriage 
Kenny had lived at home, and as his position in the highly secret establishment became more 
important, he had to travel to the Experimental Depot in Bedfordshire and work and stay there. 
For over a year this was how their marriage had been, unsatisfactory for both of them, yet the 
pay was so good, the prospects for a young man with his skill was immense, and so they stuck it 
out. It was no doubt due to her feeling of frustration and loneliness that June had been so 
interested that strange little paper-backed book she found lying on the pavement not far from her 
gate as she returned from her morning's shopping. 

The bold lettering on the cover page had stated plainly “NEW MATES" ... this was suggestive 
in a way, but it was the drawn depiction below the heading that had caught her eye and caused 
her to hurriedly up the slender booklet and slide it between the pages of the morning newspaper 
she had bought at the store. The picture was of a couple kissing, and close-up drawings showing 
in great detail the play of their tongues together ... the expression on the face of the woman being 
kissed gave indication that she was probably having something else done to her lower down and 
out of the view of the page, quite apart from the kissing of her willing, open mouth. 

June knew this was a private publication of the sort she read about, but never actually seen. Not 
the sort one would go into a bookstore and for it by name, particularly if it was one's own 
bookstore and they knew who she was. 

Although the small semi-detached house was silent and empty June did not open the paper until 
she had gone upstairs to her bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed and slowly opened the page 
... she was not to be disappointed at the contents of her near-obscene magazine. 

The pages were set out neatly in typewritten tables ... a number of identification was on the right 
hand side of the page followed by various detailed observations by the writer or about the writer 
... she trembled slightly as she read the first paragraph after an index number Z 120 . . . 



"I AM IN MY LATE TWENTIES ... WELL BULT AND NEARLY SIX FEET TALL ... FROM 
THE PHOTO YOU WILL SEE I AM WELL-HUNG. I WOULD LIKE TO SUCK ON YOUR 
NIPPLES. I AM VERY GOOD AT GETTING BREASTS HARD AND HORNY. I AM 
MARRIED BUT MY WIFE DOES NOT UNDERSTAND MY NEEDS. I AM GOOD AT 
GOING DOWN. I WILL LOVE YOUR TREASURE WITH MY MOUTH IF YOU WANT ME 
TO. DONT FORGET MY NUMBER Z 120. 

June turned the page ... a full page photo of Z 120 was there for her to gaze at... he was naked ... 
a good-looking young man, his cock a long, thick, dark shaft resting on his inner thigh ... it 
reached almost to his kneecaps ... she bit her lower lip. He had not been kidding when he stated 
he was well hung. 

The next page was an ad for photographs . . . 

DO YOU WANT SOMETHING SPECIAL ... WE HAVE REAL MCCOY FOR BOTH MEN 
AND WOMEN ... TURN PAGE FOR SAMPLES OUR NUMBER Z 001. 

June turned the thin page with shaking fingers ... on it were set out smaller prints than the naked 
one of Z 120. The top photo showed a girl with her back against a wall, she was sitting on a bed, 
her legs well apart, her hands at her pratt, her fingers dragged her cuntlips well open for the 
tongue of the man kneeling between her knees. The girl looked about June's age, twenty-two, the 
man was much older, ugly from what she could see of his face, his head was balding. A tremor 
of excitement spread through June as she looked more closely at the obscene photo ... the man 
had his hands up covering the girl's breasts ... his fingers spread like the talons of a bind of prey 
... through his fat fingers the nipples sprouted that he no doubt agitated to such erectness. 

The second photo gave a better view of the man ... yes, he was ugly, as ugly as sin ... he 
was facing the camera this time, seated on the bed, and the girl on the floor in front of him ... his 
penis is in her mouth and her eyes are wide open staring into his deep hair-surrounded navel. Her 
cheeks bulge from the swelling caused by the huge intrusion of his prick ... for his age his 
erection is truly great. 

The third photo showed the girl and the old man joined in the normal sexual act on the bed .... the 
face of the drawn up into a tense mask of pleasure ... it was too real to be a pretense the old man 
must surely be giving her tremendous enjoyment ... June felt herself getting moist as well as hot 
down in between her thighs as she looked closely at the sexy photos and then turned the page. 



A dealer by the name of Franklin was offering a vast array of erotic paraphernalia ... she read the 
small printed advertisement slowly and carefully, savoring every word ... 

“I CAN SUPPLY REALLY SEXY FILMS AND STILL PHOTOS TAKEN FROM THE 
FILMS. ALSO A SPECIAL LINE IN FRENCH TICKLERS ... ALSO PROPHYLACTICS 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN ... SPECIAL SUPER-EXCLUSIVE THIN SPOUT-ENDED 
THRILLERS FOR WOMEN AND SOLID RUBBER PLEASURISERS FOR WOMEN WHO 
NEED MORE THAN NORMAL STIMULATION." 

On further pages were similar ads ... for 

“SPECIAL RUBBER DILDOS ... CONTRACEPTIVE OF THE FINEST SHEER LATEX, 
ELECTRICAL GADGETS FOR PLEASURE ... STIMULATORS, ETC." 

And even one “THIN WHISPY WHIPS AND CHAINS" caught her eye as she neared the end of 
the little obscene publication of erotic ads ... she turned back the pages to look at the one on 
which the three photos were shown ... the ones with the girl about her age, with the ugly older 
man ... she looked closely at the man and she could not keep her fingers from sliding up under 
her dress and caressing herself. 

First as she looked at the print showing the man kissing the between the legs she rubbed easily 
and softly ... when her gaze moved to the one showing the girl going down on the ugly cock June 
rubbed herself faster ... it was while she concentrated on the third one ... the photo showing the 
old man fucking the girl, that June rubbed really hard ... she arched herself ... she was cumming 
... she was sure of it... her breasts ached and she wished she had a man using his hands on her 
tits like that ugly old bald man in the print. . he was massaging the girl's tits while he sucked her 
between the legs ... what paradise that girl must be experiencing ... she rubbed her cunt harder ... 
she WANTED to cum ... but not like this ... she didn't want to herself cum ... she needed her 
husband ... she wanted Kenny ... she wanted A MAN. 

By evening she had made up her mind ... she had often gone out on a Saturday evening to the 
pictures or to visit a friend, a girl friend of course, but tonight it would be different... she would 
go somewhere and have a drink ... perhaps get into conversation with a stranger ... a man. She 
remembered a small bar not far from Leicester Square that she and Kenny went to several times 
after they had been out for an evening in town. That was a happy place, plenty of life there, 
music as well, and it was always so crowded ... she did not want to go to a bar that was or 
deserted . . . 



Before leaving home she had put the little publication away safely in her dressing table drawer 
... she would have to hide it in a better place before Kenny came home, but that would not be for 
another two or three weeks. She would not like him to know she read such things, or got a kick 
from the obscene ads and pictures. 

She found the bar easily after leaving the tube station ... the was blaring out from the noisy 
three-piece and several couples were dancing on the all-too-small floor between the tables and 
the counter. She found a vacant stool at the far end of the bar and hoisted herself up on to it. It 
was tall, it was difficult to get up on the stool without the helping hand of a man ... her skirt rode 
up her broad thighs, but she didn’t do anything about it... if she had been with Kenny she would 
have modestly brushed it to a more respectable length, but now that she was alone she liked to 
see the men ogling her display of nyloned-leg. She ordered her favorite drink, a gin with bitters 
added ... she had not taken more than a couple of sips than she felt the nearness of someone next 
to her. She turned ... he was quite a good looking man, in his late thirties she thought, he smiled 
at her. “Out to have some fun tonight?" he asked casually, boldly putting his hand on her thigh 
above her knee. “Not waiting for anyone are you?" he went on. "Not waiting for a husband or 
anything square like that are you honey?" 

She shook her head. "No, nothing ... square like that," she smiled back at him. She finished her 
drink and he quickly had her glass refilled ... this happened several times ... she discovered him 
to be the easiest man in the world to talk to and get along with ... he had charm and yet was bold 
... had wit and yet was amusing without being boring. It seemed a natural chain of events when 
after several more drinks and a slow dance they left the bar arm in arm ... he had a car parked in 
a side street... a man was already behind the wheel, a much older man, from the dim lighting she 
thought he might be in his fifties ... to her surprise her first friend did not get into the car with 
her, she was seated beside the elderly driver ... the car slid away from the curb leaving the 
waving younger man on the pavement. 

"My young friend has done very well tonight," the man chuckled. “Where do you live?" 

“I ... I ...” she started to stammer. “I don't understand ... why isn’t he coming with me ... I 
thought he was going to take me home." 

“I am going to take you home if you will be so kind as to tell me you live my dear," his voice 
was soft and cultured. “That young man is Alan my secretary, he often goes scouting for me, 
finds attractive young women you are alone in a bar, a woman who wants a male companion ... 
then when he finds one that he sure I will like, he brings her out to my car." 



She saw that it was a Rolls ... this man must be very wealthy ... to have a car like this ... to have 
a well-educated male secretary to do his "scouting" for him ... she gave him the address. It was 
not many minutes before she was taking him into her house ... she wished now that she had 
hidden the many photographs of her husband before going out this evening ... it was 
embarrassing, showing this older man into the lounge with the large framed photos of Kenny and 
of her with him set about on the piano and the shelves. She poured him a drink from her meager 
selection ... she was glad she had some scotch left ... He looked the sort of man who drank 
Scotch ... she looked across at him, he was making himself in the armchair ... the larger of the 
two ... the one where Kenny always sat when he was home. She felt she was shaking as she took 
the drink to him ... he nodded towards the photo of Kenny that was set on the piano. "Your 
hubby I assume," he said in that modulated soft voice of his. "I take it that he will not be bursting 
in on us or anything stupidly embarrassing that?" 

"No, he is away in Bedfordshire, I do not expect him home for at least a couple of weeks," she 
told him as she sipped her own gin. 

"Good," he raised his glass to her. "Nice to meet you my dear, my name is Cedric ... what 
is yours?" 

"June, June Elliot," she mumbled 

"You are a very attractive woman June," he raised his glass to her again, "very attractive indeed. 
Are you going to let me stay the night with you?" 

She felt numb now that the question was being asked so boldly and with such matter-of-factness. 
She nodded. "Yes ... yes I suppose so." 

"You don't seem all that keen now my dear," he laughed at her. “Perhaps you would like me to 
make you feel more like making me feel welcome?" As he spoke he leaned across towards her 
and without warning ran his hand up her leg. He fondled the narrow band of naked flesh about 
her tautly held nylon stocking ... "You have lovely smooth skin June dear," he told her, eyes now 
bright... she felt a stirring within her ... she knew her cunt was warm and moistening, just like it 
had felt when she had been forced to play with herself when she had read those sexy ads. He let 
go of her leg and pulled her down on his lap ... he was not rough at all... eager, but not crudely 
aggressive. She was still holding her glass, but he pulled her head down and kissed her full on 
the mouth ... she parted her lips and his tongue clashed with hers. 



She could not hold back the low moan of pleasure ... this was the first time she had been kissed 
for weeks ... the first time any man, other than her husband, had kissed her since they had been 
married. MARRIED? Yes, she WAS a married woman wasn't she ... just about two years ago 
and she had been Kenny's bride ... and here she was letting this elderly man kiss and feel her ... 
she had brought a man to her home ... invited a man to stay the night while her husband was 
away. The kiss broke. Cedric was breathing heavily ... he smiled at her. "How long has your 
husband been away?" 

"Nearly three weeks," she told him. 

"And you've not had a man during all that time?" He raised his bushy eyebrows. She shook her 
head. 

"Three weeks is a long time for a healthy normal woman like you," he muttered, "too long to be 
without loving!” 

She could feel his cock hardening under her buttocks as they talked on this intimate marital 
absence of pleasure. Even through his trousers she could feel the heat and the strength of his 
prick. She squirmed and the throbby shaft seemed to fit so snugly up between her fleshy 
asscheeks ... it felt good nestling there. She was sorry when he pushed her to her feet and then 
stood up with her. "Which way to the bedroom honey?" he asked, eyes a-twinkle and ablaze 
now. Ann in arm they went upstairs to her bedroom ... she sat on the bed while he started to 
undress her, arching her body to help him get his hands to her bra clips then lower down she 
lifted her ass to allow him to slide her panties down ... she gasped with pleasure and kept her 
eyes closed as he bent over and kissed her breasts. It was when he ran tongue down her belly she 
really began to turn on ... she opened her legs wide ... but he didn’t continue with his tongue 
tracing ... he stood up instead and began to take off his own clothing ... when he was naked he 
faced her. He grinned at her ... "What's the matter June?" he innocently. "You have seen a naked 
man before ... you have seen your husband stark naked many times, eh?" 

"Yes of course," she answered keeping her eyes on his loins, 'but... but ... but you are so big! " 

"I know I am ... but you are a woman, not a foolish virgin ... you are a married woman ... you 
can take it all right," he assured her as he came to the bed. 

'You must be half as big again as my husband," she confessed. 



She saw the huge protruding cock-head throb into even larger swelling ... at the base the spread 
of hair was so thick that not a fraction of skin showed through ... it was like a tall thick tree 
growing from a thick bush . . . 

"Like it?" his words were said not unkindly or even lewdly, but they thrilled her. 

Did she like it? What a question! ... she nodded. "Yes ... yes I think I am going to like it," she 
mumbled excitedly. He had left her nylons and frilly brief garter-belt on her naked body as he 
climbed on the bed with her. He was stark naked as he stretched out beside her ... she hoped he 
was going to kiss her and fondle her like Kenny always did but he was not interested in kissing 
her ... he had his hand to her cunt, his other hand to her asscheeks ... he was trying to slide her 
over on top of him ... she knew what he wanted ... he wanted her to straddle him with her ass 
near his face, her body away from him she could bend forward and take his penis in her mouth. 
This was something that she never did with Kenny ... she positioned herself across his chest... 
she leaned forward, he was heaving her thighs closer to his face, getting her crotch and ass close 
enough for him to kiss them ... he was so large it was all she could do to take him in her mouth 
... but she was determined to do so ... she wanted to give him pleasure like this ... no sooner did 
he get his mouth to her cunt, his lips to her clitoris than she was cumming ... he kept sucking ... 
hard ... she came again ... and then again ... it was amazing how many times he made climax and 
still he did not let his own release happen. 

She felt him pull her over on to her back, she opened her legs as he moved between her thighs ... 
just for a second he poised above her ... then he was filling her ... plunging into her ... she 
moaned with ecstasy ... his cock hurt her ... he was so much larger than Kenny and yet the 
pleasure was so great she cared nothing about the searing pain ... he had his weight resting on his 
knees and elbows so she could move and writhe under him ... he waited for the response he 
wanted ... yes she was responding now ... her lovely nyloned legs were lifting ... she was 
wrapping them about his back ... she was surrendering completely nothing is quite for a man to 
feel the legs of a woman lock themselves about him ... the movement shows her willingness and 
need for what he doing to her ... this one wanted it really badly ... she was pumping herself up 
and down his thick, slick shaft as he fucked her with hard steady strokes. 

She moaned ... bit her lips ... writhed and tossed under him ... he was so strong, so much harder 
than Kenny ... making her feel the need for him in a way that her husband never did . . . 

She clung to him with all her strength. "Fuck ... fuck me ... ohaaa ... fuck me!" she was 
screaming at him. "It's so good ... so wonderful... oheeemmm ... darling ... fuck me. 



ohhheeeuuugghhh deeper ... deeper ... oheeeughhhm ... you're making ... me ... cumm mmaaa ... 
again ... again!” 

She hoped and prayed that Cedric would ring her up the next day and say he was going to come 
and stay with her for another night... but there was no word from him ... nor the next day ... but 
the next day the awaited telephone call came ... not quite what she expected though ... he was 
not coming to see her at home, he wanted her to go to an address he her in the West End ... 
would he be there? Of course,... but he wanted her to meet a friend of his. When she arrived at 
the apartment in a very luxurious block of flats not far from Hyde Park she found not Cedric 
waiting for her but the tallest, most robust man she had ever seen greeting her. 

"Do come in Mrs. Elliot," the giant welcomed her to the warmly-heated flat. "Cedric told me that 
you were paying me a visit." 

His size frightened her, it was talking up to a mountain. "Yes, Cedric told me that he wanted me 
to meet a friend of his. That would be you I suppose," she replied, glad of the drink that he 
poured for her. They sat on the couch together as they sipped their drinks. She felt far from at 
ease. She wished that Cedric would arrive. She felt more at home with him. This man seemed to 
be about thirty-five, ruggedly handsome and yet in a way fearsome and brutal-looking in his 
enormity. 

"You are far prettier than I expected," he suddenly blurted the words out, as if he too was at a 
loss to know just what to say to her to put her at her ease. 

She blushed, but was gratified at his compliment. She saw him put his drink on the table beside 
the couch arm then he gripped her arm. She didn't want any of this sort of funny business, she 
wanted to wait for Cedric ... but the grip was so strong she knew that she was but putty in the 
hands of such a man as this. She did not resist when he pulled her to him, he put mouth, a thick- 
lipped cavern, to her lips. She knew she had to open her mouth under the pressure ... she felt his 
tongue slide into her mouth ... it was fleshy and very large. So large that she almost choked on it 
as he wriggled it from side to side to massage her gums with its hot wet tip ... then suddenly he 
had stopped probing with his tongue, had taken her own much smaller and dainty tongue in his 
thick lips and was sucking avidly on it... she felt her passions stirring ... out of the corner of her 
half-closed eyes she saw his hand, a massive wad of flesh, go down to gently cares her breasts ... 
she let her hands drop to his lap ... almost with instinctive movement she let her fingers find his 
hardon ... never had she known a man to be so solid ... even after Cedric this man was immense 
... she felt him give a jump as she touched the shaft head through his trousers she not resist 



squeezing that tremendous tru nk ... he gripped her wrist and dragged her hand away "Will you 
come into the bedroom?" he asked quietly. She nodded followed the giant meekly through the 
plush apartment into his bedroom. 

He lay down on the large double bed and asked her to undress for him. Only for a moment did 
she hesitate ... there was no real point in waiting for Cedric was there ... he had wanted her to 
meet this friend of his ... no doubt he had the idea that she and the friend would have sex ... why 
wait? She thought it was that she didn’t feel embarrassed as she took off her clothes for this 
almost complete stranger ... yet she was excited, stimulated in a bizarre way at having the good- 
looking body to thrill and enthrall this giant of a man ... his eyes followed her every movement. 
She stripped right down for him and when she was naked he beckoned her to the bed ... when she 
was close enough he reached out and with those huge man-like hands of gripped her hips and 
then slowly ran his palms upwards to her large fleshy tits ... a few seconds of massaging with his 
large hands and the nipples were as hard as flint... he tweaked them, he was not quite so gentle 
but she the little teasing tingle of pain that erupted through her breast as he rubbed harder at her 
nipple tip. 

“Cedric said you were ready for this sort of thing," he murmured. She was not quite too sure 
what he meant by that phrasing ... but she was not caring about his words ... it was his hands that 
gave her the thrills ... he had one hand cupped under her cunt now, she had to open her thighs 
wider to allow his massive palm to nestle there snugly, she held her breath as he probed up into 
her with a finger that was like a none-too-small prick ... she groaned as she arched and gave him 
even fuller access to her cunt-hole ... he worked the thick finger in and out of her outer labia. 

He held his hand in such a way that the angle of sawing finger brushed against her erect, aching 
clitoris ... she felt her orgasm begin to well up deeply within her already. 

She was sticky but had not cum when he took his finger from her twat and stood up to start to 
take off his clothing. When he was naked she saw that he was indeed a giant of a man in all 
aspects. She took his cock in her hand as he climbed on the bed close to her ... she slowly rubbed 
the back and forth and at the same time never left off admiring his size, never for a moment 
losing the impact of the realisation of what a man like this could do to and for a woman who 
needed fucking as badly as she did. 

The head of his prick was huge and plum-like. Shiny and a deep beetroot red it looked like a 
massive over-sized ripe plum that was filled with blood instead of the usual fruit. Never had she 
looked upon a penis that filled with much longing ... never had she seen a prick that looked so 
ripe and ready for a woman. He lay down on back close to where she sprawled. 



"You're going to kiss it for me honey," he muttered. “Cedric said you go down beautifully ... 
come on ... you went down on him, you got to use that pretty mouth on me as well!" 

She leaned over him, not at all sure she could take such a monster into her mouth ... but she 
managed it... managed to the head of the monstrosity into her lips suck on the thick flange 
overhang until he was moaning and squirming under her face. 

It was amazing, yet true, that cock grew even larger and more throbbingly hard as she sucked at 
it. Now it really was difficult for her to contain it in her mouth, widely as lips were stretched and 
spread along the swollen globular head of the massive organ. She felt his hands on the top of her 
head, his fingers reaching down to cradle her face, then he was pulling her head away from his 
loins. 

'Stop ... stop now ... or I shall cum," he gurgled. "I don't want to shoot this way ... not this time.” 

She lay back, glad of the relief of the awful stretching of her mouth. She felt exhausted already, 
the excitement of cock-sucking this giant of a man was so thrilling and so tiring, it was as if the 
sensual strain was too much for her, she had to take a breather before carrying on with any other 
erotic act ... but it was clear to her that this horny giant was not to be content to lie there beside 
her panting body. He was levering himself up, she saw his fearsome torso hovering above her, he 
was climbing over her thigh, getting in between her legs, lunging ... thrusting ... spreading her 
open in another region, far different from her mouth ... the sudden of his great bulky cock into 
her cunt slammed her breath from her, then he was delving even more deeply into her ... to a 
grotesque depth massive organ was reaching and making her fight for breath ... she wrapped her 
legs up around his great frame ... “It's good ... so good!" she was wailing as if in a delirium 
already, "It's wonderful ooohh so wonderful aaauughhh!" 

He wasn't saying anything, he was using all his strength to keep for the fucking, not for talking 
... he was driving at her with super-human energy, his heavy cock-head punishing her as deeply 
as she had ever dreamed of having a penetration ... it was marvelous ... she had never known a 
sensation like it ... it was an excruciating, agonizing pleasure that was beyond description ... he 
was forcing her to cum already ... a long sensual prolonged orgasm that kept her shaking and 
trembling in its intensity for an incredible length of time. Then just when she felt she was 
drained of all possible feeling, he was jolting her again with the hot wads of thick semen that 
were not simply spurting into her but being shot and splattered to her very womb as if injected by 
the most energizing force in the world . . . 



She screamed in rut ... fainted from awareness while the hot heavy scum was still seething into 
her ... when she managed to open her eyes and force herself to take notice the giant was gone ... 
but she was not alone ... 

Cedric was there ... a grinning leering Cedric who was over her taking a close obscene look at 
her thick bush-hair and cunt that was so saturated with spent sperm. 

She felt she didn't want to move from comfortable bed for a week ... that giant had been tireless 
... never and she been so satisfactorily fucked and left without an ounce of energy . . . 

"How did you like that Mrs. Elliot?" the voice of Cedric was tinged with a teasing dominance, as 
if he knew just how she had loved her short episode of sex with the huge man ... she did not 
have the strength to even answer him ... she closed her eyes and was now trying to explain to 
herself how it was that the giant had left her and Cedric had taken his place? 

"I asked you a question, Mrs. Elliot," his tone was firm now, no trace of the light-hearted tone. 

She replied without opening her eyes as she rolled over on to her belly and hoped he would let 
her sleep. "It was wonderful," she murmured, "wonderful. He has worn me out completely. I 
have never felt so weary after being fucked as I do now." 

"I was watching you through a two-way mirror my dear," he chuckled, "and I thought you 
performed very well. My friend was more than satisfied with you. Now you must take care of 
me." 


“Take care of you?" she was shocked at the idea that her frigging with the giant had been 
witnessed and she had not known about it... but she was more concerned with his last words 
"take care of me." She felt too tired, too exhausted, too satiated to take care of even herself. "I—I 
can't. I'm too tired to move Cedric," she tried to remonstrate with him, hoping he would leave her 
alone for a few hours to her energy back from sleep. 

She felt him put his hand between her legs, spreading her cuntlips and getting his long fingers 
well into her cunt, then he was easing himself over on to her, letting his stomach rest on the 
small of her back, letting her take his weight ... 

“What ... what ... what are you doing?" She felt him probing near her anus. 

"Just relax honey ... you are very tired ... relax ... leave everything to me." 



She tried to twist over on to her side, but the weight of his body was too great. “Please," she 
muttered, "please that hurts ... leave me alone Cedric ... leave ... ohaaa ... that hurts ... really it 
does ... eeoooWWW!" 

He was not gentle as he probed two fingers deeply up into her asshole. 

She was glad when he got up from her, she quickly turned over on to her side and saw that he 
was undressing. 

“What are you going to do?" she said, fearing that she knew the answer already. 

He leered at her. "You know what I am going to do!" he snapped back at her as he let his trousers 
fall to show he was indeed ready for any sexual bout. 

"You're not going to ..." she put her hand under her crotch so that her fingers touched her sore 
and slightly distended asshole. “It will hurt me too much ... you know it will." 

He only leered further at her, "You will love it you homy bitch!” he chuckled. "You're the kind 
who loves a bit of agony with their pleasure ... come on ... turn over ... roll over again.” 

He was hoisting her over on to her belly. She wanted to resist... to stop him but all her strength 
was drained she felt weak, even too devoid of energy to try and put up a resistance of any 
consequence ... she didn't want to be used in this bestial way ... she hated the thought of it ... was 
afraid of the pain it would give her ... and yet... she felt his naked body moving near her uplifted 
backside ... she felt his hardness shoving against her in this unnatural orifice ... then she felt a 
tearing searing sensation ... it was not the agonizing pain she had expected though ... he was in 
her anus ... actually ramming himself up into her bowels through her buttocks ... he was pushing 
his penis up deeply into her asshole in a way that she would not have thought feasible ... but he 
was there ... well in her ... he was pushing to and fro ... thrusting his cock back and forth ... she 
felt his heavy swaying balls slapping her buttock crease ... he must be in her ... every last inch 
of his dick was up her asshole ... and all she could do was moan and pant... like an animal being 
used ... like a female mare being forcibly mated with a wild horny stallion ... 

Then the unbelievable was happening ... she was being brought to towards an orgasm ... a 
climax that was startling in its intensity far deeper in her cunt than any previous experience ... he 
seemed to be drawing her release from very center of her being ... her core of womanhood was 
being turned inside out as the wild urgent orgasm swirled towards final ultimate explosion ... she 
screamed as her feminine cunt-juices seeped from her ... above her the heavy Cedric lurched and 



frigged harder and faster at her rectum ... the room echoed with her lustful gasps and his deep 
male laughs and chuckles of humping dominance. 

June Elliot screwed the letter up a tiny ball and threw it into the fireplace ... was to have been the 
long weekend with Kenny ... this was the that she looked forward to so much ... and now this 
letter ... a cold piece of paper despite the words of endearment did nothing to soothe her and help 
her that her husband was a clever man, an important young man at the government's 
establishment... he had to cancel his leave for the time being ... a very important project was 
being started ... he had to stay at the camp ... she went to the telephone ... Cedric was more than 
delighted to hear her voice ... more than glad to oblige and make some arrangements for her ... 

She could not get to the West End apartment of Cedric's quickly enough—this was to have been 
her night of love with Kenny her own husband's cock was to be in its rightful place between her 
legs ... to be giving her the pleasures that should be the normal regular experience of a young 
married couple ... now, again, he had put his career before her ... had written that short note full 
of love and apologies ... that he would not, after all, be home this weekend. He didn't even add 
just which weekend he WOULD be home . . . 

She hoped it would be the giant again at the flat waiting for her ... at the worst it would be 
Cedric himself. 

She had the key that Cedric told her to keep to the flat... she trembled a little as she opened the 
outer door ... In the lounge her new lover awaited for her ... another man who had paid Cedric 
for her services ... the new man was the blackest individual she had ever seen ... coal black was 
it... huge fellow was ebony jet... she felt her knees tremble ... she was afraid ... and yet excited 
to the point of stimulation. 

He smiled at her, a row of white gleaming teeth lit up his dark face. He moved towards her and 
put a hand that was like a ham on her breast... she moved back, knowing that even that brief 
slight touch had made nipple start to tingle and rise. 

"Cedric told me you were a lovely girl," he murmured; voice was. deep, sensual. "He also told 
me you do a good blow job. I always wanted to be well-Frenched by a good-looking white 
woman, specially a young married piece like you!" 

She saw him rapidly ripping at the front of his well-cut suit ... his fly was opened, and his 
massive coal-black rod was half erect, waiting there in a semi-lifted rearing position. “Get down 
on your knees,” he muttered. 



She smiled at him. "No, let's go on the bed." She started to move towards the bedroom, but his 
hand grabbed her arm ... the strength of his fingers made her wince and halt her steps towards the 
door. 

'On your knees I said!" His tone was firm, fearsome. He went on, "'Take off your clothes first 
though ... I think I want you naked." 

He was clearly impatient as she began to disrobe, as soon as she was bare and ready he roughly 
pushed her to her knees in front of him ... she cupped his heavy balls in her palms and squeezed 
them gently ... if any man had testicles the size of tennis balls this negro was the man ... their 
weight excited her ... she leaned to his loins and took the. great dong in her lips ... she felt him 
gasp as she did so but she didn't look up at his face ... she sucked as much of the shaft into her 
mouth as she could then held the base of her fingers to prevent too much of that enormous prick 
going forward and choking her ... she to slowly work her lips and tongue over the shaft ... one 
thing she knew for sure ... if she had been at home in bed with her husband, as she had hoped and 
expected to be, she would not be using her mouth like this ... never did she and Kenny indulge 
any sort of frigging other than the straight forward action and fingering ... she felt the ebony 
prick getting more swollen ... it was iron-hard ... must be fully aroused by this time she thought 
... she could taste little beads of semen coming from the pee-hole in the head of the cock ... she 
was disappointed when he came ... it all so sudden ... he was gushing the hot, creamy scum down 
her throat, holding her head his hands ... and then he had gone ... he had got he came for ... he 
had wanted to be blown by a white girl... she had blown him wonderfully well... he had already 
paid Cedric ... there was no reason for the negro to stay ... she was alone ... unhappy ... 
unsatisfied and feeling the pangs of guilt. Funny thing, she never felt guilty much when she had 
been satiated by her extra-marital love affairs ... after the giant she had felt happy and relaxed ... 
whenever Cedric screwed her and gave her a good cum, even it was through his unnatural ways 
of using her asshole, she still felt relaxed and happy afterwards ... not so this time ... she felt 
miserable ... she was still feeling the disappointment at not having her Kenny home this 
weekend ... that was it ... it was all Kenny's fault ... putting his job before her ... how much 
could he really love her if he let her down like this after being away so long? 

Even with her anger at her husband's apparent preference for work, to coming home for a long 
weekend with her, June felt the pangs of shame getting worse. After all, he was working to 
make a good career from which she, as his wife, would benefit ... she was not playing fair ... she 
would go home and try and behave from now on ... contain her lustful desires ... she would try 
and be the patient faithful wife from this moment on ... 



She had her slip in her hand to draw it up her naked legs when the door opened ... she had 
expected to see Cedric coming in from the adjoining room ... she had not heard him, but no doubt 
he must have been watching her and the negro through the two-way mirror ... she looked 
towards the door, she must tell she would not be coming to his apartment again ... she would not 
want him to arrange for her to meet men here ... “Pimp" ... that was the word, he was her pimp 
... the word disgusted her ... at that moment she hated Cedric ... hated him with all her heart ... 
no point in falling out with him though, she would remain calm, tell him coolly that she was 
finished with this sexual gallivanting ... Cedric came into the room ... but he was not alone ... he 
was beaming and he had his arm round the shoulder of a naked lean man, a man of dirty brown 
skin, a man who would have looked more at home an ankle length smock in a tent in the desert 
than the plush west End apartment of a man like Cedric. 

She had looked for a moment at Cedric for some sort of explanation, but her eyes wandered as if 
drawn by an unseen radio-beam down to the brown-skinned man's loins ... his skinny rib cage 
and lean torso was disgusting, but from his scantily fleshed loins came a long thick cock, sinewy 
and menacing ... June shuddered . . . 

“This is Mustapha, a friend of mine from Tangiers my dear,” she hardly heard Cedric making the 
introduction. The man did not speak, he moved away from the side of Cedric towards June ... 
his beady eyes feasting on the naked beauty of this lovely white girl. June had put her stockings 
on before they came in and now the dark, lust-filled eyes of the Tangierian were gazing at her 
silken-clad legs that were so shapely and even sexually stimulating just to look upon ... his little 
eyes moved up to the naked globular protuberances of her lovely breasts. She felt sick, felt 
disgusted at the way this degenerate, dusky-skinned man was gloating at her ... 

"I'm ... I'm leaving Cedric," she tried to make her voice sound firm and decisive, as if to impress 
him that it was no use trying to stop her. "I am going home, and I shall not be coming up here 
again!" 

To her surprise Cedric was not angry, he did not show even surprise. He smiled at her. "You are 
quite right my dear. You will never be coming up to my flat again and in a way you are right 
about going home. You ARE going home, although not to the "home" you expect. You see my 
dear, my very good friend here has been prudent enough to buy you from me. It is with him that 
you will be going home ... to his home ... not to yours, my dear!" 

She looked again at the two grinning men she could not believe what she heard ... what did he 
mean ... he had sold her? How could he SELL her ... she was not a piece of furniture that could 



be sold and handed from buyer to purchaser! She was a woman, a white woman ... a married 
woman ... her husband had an important position at one of the government's vital establishments 
... how could this awful grinning man have BOUGHT her? How was it that Cedric said with 
such assurance that she was going home with this wretched, naked, dusky-skinned Mustapha? 

The man from Tangiers stepped quickly to her, before she could move aside he had her in his 
skinny arms, she was amazed at his strength ... his mouth was to hers ... his long muscular was 
pressed hard to her soft yielding belly ... she tried to prevent his tongue going into her mouth, but 
the pressure of his arms on her waist made it hard to breathe, she had to open her mouth, had to 
accept the slimy-tasting tongue of flesh that he jammed through her teeth to her throat. 

It was the fat arms of Cedric wrapped about both of than that shoved them towards the bed ... the 
two men between them had her down across the bed ... her ankles were drawn apart, she felt the 
naked body of the foreigner between her thighs ... she was not able to put up much cold, remain 
unresponsive for long, with that sort of frigging action. The two men looked down into her hotly- 
flushed face, she was perspiring, not only from her struggles but from fear and excitement ... she 
felt the thin pelvis of Mustapha moving in a slow tantalizing circle on her crotch ... he was 
making no attempt to enter her, just letting the large hot knob of his prick rub along her groove, 
letting it jolt and push aside the hot, loose flesh of her outer cuntlips ... tantalizing her ... her 
working her up into womanly heat. 

All the time he writhed against her the two men looked closely into her face ... they knew she 
would not be able to remain aloof, remain cold, remain unresponsive for long, with this sort of 
frigging action taking place between her legs. 

June looked from the ugly leering face of the dusky man to the fatter and by comparison, healthy 
face of Cedric. “Please ...ohnaa ... please Cedric ... get him off me ... please ... please ... I beg 
you ... get him off me ... Dear Cedric ... please ... Cedric darling ... get him off me! 

It was a futile effort on her part ... to play up to Cedric ... to try and be loving towards him in 
the hope that he would have second thoughts and let her return to her normal life ... she knew 
from his expression, that he was not in the least moved by her pleas and words of endearment... 
suddenly she could think of no more words ... she was losing the fight against her aroused 
sensuality ... her knees came up, her feet locked together behind the ankles of this naked, skinny 
man ... it was horrid ... disgusting ... and yet she could not help herself ... the watching Cedric 
rubbed his fat hands together contentedly as he saw her arms go up and encircle the thin neck of 
the Turk and pull his ugly mouth harder down to her own lovely lips ... she was forgetting her 



intentions of trying to be a true wife ... forgetting everything save the urgent nagging urgency of 
hump-desire in her loins ... she sucked on that thin wet tongue that she tried so hard to prevent 
from even moving in between her lips ... she was squirming her own thighs and loins to the 
naked man, working in unison with his wriggling thrusts that still did not move far enough to her 
cunt to make any sort of penetration. 

She withdrew her right arm from his neck, thrusting her hand down between their bellies she 
drew herself in so that her wrist could descend to his cock shaft... she held it, so thick, so alive 
and throbbing, she guided it and prayed that he would give to her and not hold back as he had 
been doing ... she used two fingers under the heavy shaft to lift it slightly to the right angle ... she 
felt the knob at the very entrance to the hole ... it was stretching her outer cuntlips in a way that 
she loved to experience ... he was big-cocked ... a skinny man, but with a huge penis. 

Cedric saw her face suddenly contort... heard her give a throaty half-scream ... he knew that 
Mustapha had given her a good of his cock ... he saw the very thin and bony arse cheeks of the 
dusky man lift and then jam downwards ... again June screamed ... again she contorted ... now 
she had all his big dong ... the balls of the Turk slapped against her crotch flesh. 

God, but this Turkish procurer knew how to screw a woman ... Cedric watched him ramming and 
humping at the whimpering, writhing, white girl... it looked as if the lustful Turk would not be 
satisfied until he had ripped her twat into separate pieces ... Cedric reached across them and 
gripped her nyloned knees, he drew them up and back until her breasts were in contact with her 
knees ... in this bent position he knew that she would take even more depth from the long cock of 
the Turk ... she looked up into their faces ... she knew the look of triumph ... she knew they were 
justified in their expression ... she had surrendered to her cunt ... despite all her intentions she 
had been forced to give herself up to the lusts and the call of her flesh ... and these two vile men 
knew it ... knew they had conquered her ... knew that they had taken her soul as well as her body 
at this moment of her need. 

Mustapha took his weight on knees elbows letting her have room to move and lift herself up and 
down long thick shaft... it was when she reared up, with her as off the bed that Cedric pushed a 
rolled, leather-covered bolster under her asscheeks ... now she was more open ... more vulnerable 
... more able to accept depth from that fine cock ... she panted and groaned ... she was sure the 
head of the long penis was in her womb . . . 

"Aaarrrggg," she cried and writhed ... lifted and wriggled and took all the cock she was given 
with an avid hunger that showed the men she was well on heat 



'Oheee ... fuck me ... fuck me ... FUCK ME!" she was aware that she was coining the obscene 
phrase, as frustrated from her brief Frenching with the negro during which she had no orgasm at 
all, and with the thought of her utter disappointment at not being with her husband this weekend, 
she sought to get all she craved from this ugly, but huge-cocked, foreign man ... for the moment 
she had forgotten that she had been "sold" to him ... that she was going to his “home" and not 
hers ... all that troubled her now was the savage desire to be fucked and to be given the 
gratification that she so badly needed. 

Somehow in all the sensual writhing and she had her legs up over his skinny shoulders ... he was 
literally delving into her heart with that long, thick prick ... she wanted it everywhere ... wanted 
to be ripped ... to be hurt by his cock ... as long as he her come ... made her come long and good. 
The experienced Turk felt her orgasm approaching in wildness ... he nodded at Cedric "get her 
legs down and open!" he snarled ... June felt hands on her ankles, her legs were being unwound 
from his shoulders ... she was being spreadeagled ... her legs pulled out so they hung down both 
sides of the bed ... his body was skewered to hers by that thick, long cock shaft and how the head 
of the thing was open ... hot and wet... it was spewing into her ... wet, thick scum ... he was 
growling like a wounded animal as he shot into her ... she climaxed ... would have clung to him 
with he legs wound round him, if Cedric not been keeping her ankles widely spread by his strong 
grip on the insides of her knees ... she felt she would never stop coming ... never ... she never 
wanted to stop ... never wanted this ugly man to get up from her ... never had she been so 
wonderfully fucked ... had she felt the response flowing from her cunt in heated wetness and in 
such quantity. 

Only dimly did she see the of the hypo-syringe that Cedric was holding near her sweating 
buttocks ... only faintly did she feel the "prick" into her flesh as the needle punctured her skin ... 
only in a sort of dream did she feel her asscheek getting hotter and become heavy ... and then 
she was asleep ... the last words she heard, but they meant nothing to her were from Cedric ... 

"I am sure she will give you no trouble until you have her on board ... when do you sail ... on 
the tide tonight?" 



PART FOUR 


Chapter One . . . 

It wasn't a big party as parties go, and Franklin the erotic art dealer was not sure that he would 
find what he wanted. It was a wife-swapping affair all right, he was sure of that. His friend 
Cedric didn’t give these sort of parties if sex was not to play a major part in the activities. 

As was his usual practice, Franklin had brought his camera and flash equipment with him ... he 
had a certain young woman particularly in mind ... the girl in question featured in the papers not 
so many weeks ago ... she made the front page with her marriage to Rus Conway, the elderly 
and semi-retired dance band leader. Not that the marriage deserved front page rating, but when 
an aging sixty-year-old faded dance-band star gets a pretty chick of eighteen to be bride ... well 
... that makes the front page. 

It had not been difficult to get Russ to bring his new young bride to the party ... he knew what 
sort of orgy it might turn to ... but he brought her just the same ... he liked the women did Russ 
Conway ... even with a fresh and lovely teenage bride he liked change ... and it had also been 
hinted that if he didn’t bring young Delia along she might be getting some very saucy photos of 
her elderly, but supposedly devoted, husband when he was at previous parties ... like snaps taken 
by Franklin ... and not yet used in his selection that he sold to the public . . . 

It did not take Franklin long to locate Delia ... she was a beautiful girl ... already half loaded 
with the few strong martini cocktails she had been given. When Cedric approached her, Franklin 
got his camera film in and got ready ... the action might be going to start. He saw Cedric give her 
another drink ... for a moment or so they talked softly ... then went from the room ... all was 
going according to plan. 

Along with the other guests, Franklin moved into the crowded lounge and waited ... he saw the 
elderly Russ Conway, his arms about two women, standing near the center of the room ... in a 
few moments all was quiet... a young woman was coming into the room ... Cedric was behind 
her ... the young woman was the eighteen-year-old bride of Russ Conway ... and she was stark 
naked. 

Cedric called out three names, at once there were whoops of excited joy ... three men started 
taking off their clothing ... by the time Cedric and his naked companion reached the center of the 
room the three men were naked and waiting for her ... a thick mattress was pulled to the center 



where the men stood ... the girl, well-drunk, but not too drunk to be sexually aroused, saw that 
the men's cocks were very erect and ready for screwing when she drew closer to them. 

One of the naked men came closer to the girl, his hands shook slightly as he reached up to fondle 
her lovely white breasts. No one heard or took any notice of the flash from the camera of 
Franklin who was positioned perfectly for the action near and on the mattress. He also saw that 
old Russ now had his hands up under the dresses of the women he was embracing ... neither 
objected and Franklin knew that soon most of the men in the party would be doing the same 
thing and having their own sexual organs caressed by the hot willing hands of other women. 

Franklin took another shot of the naked man stroking Delia’s tits ... the man was hefty and had a 
prick at last eight inches long ... the young girl had instinctively reached down to clasp his long 
thick dong in her hands as he aroused her with the feeling of her knockers. 

The man whose cock she was holding dropped down onto the mattress, it was easy to get her to 
straddle him, getting his long ready cock up into her tight cunt, where she longed to feel it filling 
her. The second of the naked men got behind her ... the camera was working overtime now as 
Franklin took the action snaps that he wanted ... he got the girl taking two men at once ... the 
second man was her rectum ... it was a great shot for the erotic photo catalogue ... the next few 
shots were even better ... for the third man was in front she was taking him in her mouth ... she 
was taking three men at once and none of them was her own husband. 

Franklin was pleased he had come to the party now ... it not every of the week one got the chance 
to get photos of a pretty eighteen-year-old with three men frigging her at the same time. 

The party was in full swing now ... not many of those came for new thrills were to be 
disappointed ... not much here though for a man like Franklin ... he wanted new talent for 
obscene picture gallery, wanted new blood in the small vice ring he ran with very great profit ... 
nothing at one of Cedric's parties for him ... Cedric himself would have tied up all the loose ends 
as far as the women were concerned ... with his camera the only satisfied part of him, Franklin 
left the house and wandered around to the back where the cars were parked. He had got as far as 
the large gates at the end of the driveway when he saw the lone figure ... no buses about this time 
of the night... what on earth was she waiting for? He pulled up alongside her, he recognized her 
as the girl who had helped serve the drinks at the party when they first arrived ... no doubt she 
was employed by the catering firm which Cedric used for these parties ... always before the real 
action started the catering staff were paid off and seen safely away from the premises ... now, 
several hours later this far from unattractive young woman was hanging about near the gates. 



He leaned across and opened the car door nearest her. “Can I give you a lift, miss?" he asked. 
"You're not likely to get a bus into the village at this time of the night. Where have you got to get 
to?" 

She leaned down to look the car. "I'm waiting for my husband," she began to explain. "He was 
supposed to be here two hours ago to pick me up. He knows I could not get home from here if he 
didn't come down for me!” 

He saw she was very pretty. “Get in and I’ll pull the to the side of the lane. I will wait 
with you for a while to see if your husband comes, if he doesn’t I will run you back to town." 

She thanked him as she climbed into the car. After nearly two hours waiting, she was cold and 
welcomed the chance to sit down and be in the warm car. Frankie steered the car to the side of 
the lane and put out the lights. It was only a few moments before he slid his arm around her, she 
did not resist, she had probably been expecting some sort of approach to petting ... in the 
dimness of the car he saw the flash of her teeth, she put her hands to his chest, “I don't mind a 
little kissing Mr. Franklin," she said softly, “but no going down below eh? Nothing below the 
waist, okay?” 

He was surprised she knew his name, she must have heard Cedric or the other guests calling him 
... he smiled at her ... she was a smart one all right... nothing below the waist indeed . . . 

His mouth closed over hers. He let his tongue dart to and fro between her lips ... he felt her 
tongue tip meet his ... he hoped her wretched husband would not arrive yet ... 

He got hands under her smart sweater, she wriggled a bit, but not enough to show that she was 
really wanting to stop him yet... he felt up the bare fleshy area of her rib cage and up to her bra 
... she had well-developed tits ... the bra cups seemed too small for her globes he thought... he 
cupped he knockers through the fabric of her bra ... "You've got beautiful tits dear," he muttered. 

"You think so Mr. Franklin?" she replied softly. "You cant even see them!" 

"I don't have to see them, honey," he told her as he nibbled at her ear. “I can feel them, and that's 
good enough for me to know you have a beautiful pair of titties." 

He felt her go tense as he got his hand round under her armpit to unloosen the bra clip fastenings 
...he was quickly fondling her large globes in their sheer nakedness as soon as he got the 
brassiere cups lowered enough. He played with them and felt the nipples erect... he wondered 
when she had been fucked last? And if he could make her want it now? ... he eased the sweater 



higher at the same bent his head to her to take her left tit into his mouth ... she was taken by 
surprise at this quick bold move and gasped with amazement and with pleasure ... he used his 
tongue and lips in the most lust-provoking way he could ... he could tell from the heat in the 
breasts themselves and the increasing firmness of the erecting nipples that he was getting through 
to her. He was sure of his ground when she murmured, "I have heard that up at the house, as 
soon as they get rid of the catering they have some very horny fun and games. Is it true Mr. 
Franklin?" 

He nodded ... his mouth was still full of her titties ... "Yes ... it's true lovie," he mumbled. “Tell 
me ... do you feel like fun and games then?" 

She was breathing heavily but he did not hear her make any reply ... he felt up under her skirt... 
her legs were firm and shapely ... the thighs broad and womanly ... suddenly he pushed his hand 
higher ... a quick deft twist of his wrist his and fingers were under her panties band ... he felt her 
warm, very hairy cunt ... she was very moist ... the lips puffy ... he knew the signs well ... he 
knew she wanted more than a heavy petting session. 

He fumbled with the zipper of her skirt ... she helped get the catch fastening open ... then lifted 
her ass to make it easier for him to tug the tight skirt down to her ankles so she could kick it free. 
She lay in his arms trembling ... only in her panties and stockings and shoes she felt his hands on 
her unprotected tits, his mouth was at her mouth ... his tongue like a wet hot poker jabbing to and 
fro in her lips and teeth ... One hand left her breast to push her panties down ... he eased back to 
look down at her ... he wished he had the will-power to keep himself in check so he could the 
camera out and take a flash picture of what he was looking at... her dark hairy bush triangle ... 
the white thighs the dusky stocking tops and the narrow garter belt... this young woman looked 
very hairy ... he liked hairy twats for a change ... most of the models he got had shaved their 
cunts and although a good view of their vaginal charms, it detracted from the pleasure a man 
might get from fingering a hairy hole and then getting his cock into it through the mat of crisp 
wet hair. 

He saw her look through the windshield up the dark lane ... no sign of any car approaching yet 
... "Your husband has probably broken down," he murmured, "more than likely he won't be here 
for hours yet ... if he comes at all ... come on honey ... we've got time for it and you know you 
want it." 


She reached to his loins, her fingers tangling with his as the zipper of his trouser front was 
tugged down ... she gave a low gasp of admiration as she handled his stiff penis shaft ... then he 



was leaning across her ... getting on her ... her hand guided ... he was in her ... soft warm and 
moist... her cunt welcomed him ... “We ... we shouldn’t... really we shouldn't," she was 
muttering, but her words were meaningless ... her cunt was doing the real talking ... 

Franklin wondered if she had been sampling some of Cedric's special punch that contained a 
secret aphrodisiac while she had been serving the drinks in the house ... that might have 
accounted for her cock-hunger like this ... she was begging for it now, after trying without 
success at all to be restrained and aloof ... her arms were around his shoulders ... she was as 
active as he was and was saying a lot when Franklin got his penis into a hot female box ... she 
was eager for him ... as eager as he was for her ... 

Mark Haynes cursed that first flat tire ... it would make him late picking up his wife from that 
house in the country where she was earning some pin money for herself by helping the caterers 
...he cursed even louder when he had the second puncture ... now he really would be late ... but 
perhaps it was not so much further on as the map indicated ... he would set out to walk the rest. 
He would meet Jenny without making her wait too long for him ... they could perhaps telephone 
from the house for a taxi from a nearby town. He could return the next in daylight and see to the 
car ... 

It was a seemingly endless walk ... and when he got to the gates of the drive where he was to 
meet Jenny there was no sign of her ... only a car parked across the lane without lights ... a 
courting couple no doubt... he would be very discreet, go across and politely tap on the window, 
ask them if they had seen anything of a young woman waiting at the gates ... perhaps they had 
seen her go back into the house or walk off down the lane to meet him. 

He got to the darkened car and peered into the front seat ... a man and a woman were stretched 
out along the seat... he could not make out her features, but he saw that the man had his face at 
the naked breast of the woman ... he was greedily sucking at her nipple ... he saw from the 
movement of the man's arm that he had his hand between the woman's thighs and was frigging 
her cunt... His hand he had raised to tap on the window halted ... he could hardly interrupt such 
an advanced stage of petting ... he was fascinated by the sight... he had never seen a couple 
making love before ... this was an exciting experience ... the man was humping up and down ... 
the darkness in the car prevented him from seeing the actual screwing union ... prevented him 
from seeing the girl’s face ... then suddenly as her arms tightened about the unknown man's neck 
and she hoisted her body closer to his to get a deeper cock penetration, she had her face to and 
above the hunched shoulder ... from the window Mark saw her features plainly for the first time 
... now he knew where wife was ... she had not gone back into the house ... had not gone off 



down the lane to him ... she was in this car with this complete stranger ... and being willingly 
and greedily fucked. 


Franklin the smut peddler fought hard ... but Mark was younger ... fitter ... stronger ... and 
enraged like a wild lion ... it was near dawn when a policeman cycling past the drive saw the 
huddled body ... Franklin had taken his last dirty photo ... had fucked his last woman ... he was 
not to move again. In the car the telltale camera was still waiting to be found by the police ... the 
roll of film still undeveloped ... when it was to blow sky-high the reputation of Russ Conway 
and his new teen-age bride ... it was to demolish the vice life of Cedric and his white-slaving for 
his friend from Turkey ... a dead man and a roll of obscene film in his car can start all manner of 
inquiries and lead to trouble that even Cedric and his lawyers could not handle. 

THE END 



